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JTl  EYEI}SOI]G. 

When  slips  the  sun  into  the  sea, 
And  laughing  sunbeams  sink  to  rest, 

When  silence  broods  all  tranquilly, 
And  the  last  gleam  fades  in  the  west. 

When  dew-dropped  blossoms  droop  to  sleep, 
And  a  faint  zephyr  stirs  the  air, 

And  peace  as  sentinel  doth  keep 
Its  vigil,  thrusting  back  dull  care. 

The  little  stream  seems  silent,  too, 
For  though  it  sings  its  music  low, 

Is  gentle  as  the  dove's  sweet  coo, 
As  o'er  the  stones  its  waters  flow. 

And  on  the  mountain's  crest  the  birds 

Are  drowsy  at  the  close  of  day, 
And  silent  are  the  lowing  herds  ; 

The  bustling  world  seems  far  away. 

A  curlew's  cry  alone  doth  break 
The  waiting  stillness,  or  may  be 

Some  stray  cicada's  gurgling,  makes 
Faint  music  fraught  with  mystery. 

But  struggling  words  cannot  portray 
The  wealth  of  peace  divine,  that  lies 

On  earth  when  day  has  flown  away, 
And  lilac  tints  enshroud  the  skies. 
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JT),  IDYLL  OF  TP  SE^. 

I  stood  beside  the  shimmering  sunlit  sea, 

And  watched  it  combing  out  it's  long  green  curls, 

Which,  slow  upon  the  golden  sanded  beach, 

It  threw  in  ringlets  twined  with  shells  like  pearls. 

A  fishing  smack  was  sailing  far  away, 

It's  outblown  sails,  like  silver,  gleaming  blight, 

And  here  and  there  some  white  gulls  sported  free, 
Then  faded  in  the  distance  out  of  sight. 

The  gentle  breeze  like  some  caressing  hand 

Did  from  my  forehead  smooth  each  tress  of  hair  , 

And  at  my  feet  was  spread  in  grand  array, 

Quaint  treasures  of  the  deep,  bright  hued  and  rare. 

Tossed  up  from  some  lone  cavern  far  below, 

Where  they  perchance  had  lain  for  many  a  day, 

Until  their  hiding  place  was  found  at  last, 

And  some  great  wave  had  carried  them  away. 

Or  else  King  Neptune  might  in  days  long  past 
Have  given  a  feast,  and  to  it  asked  them  all  ; 

These  wondrous  marvels  of  the  water  world, 

And  when  thej'  thronged  the  sumptuous  supper  hall. 

Lit  up  with  shining  phosphorus,  draped  around 
With  brilliant  seaweed  then  it  might  have  been 

That  some  great  storm  arose,  dispersed  them  all, 
And  thus  it  is  that  at  my  feet  they  gleam. 

There's  food  for  eye  and  also  food  for  mind 
In  that  expanse  of  waters  wide  and  blue, 

But  love  1  best  the  gentle  murmuring  song, 
The  message  that  it  sings  so  sweet  and  true. 

And  yet  some  say  they  cannot  understand, 

The  burden  of  that  echoing  lullaby, 
Methinks  their  hearts  have  not  been  tuned  aright, 

It  must  be  there  where  in  the  fault  doth  lie. 
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The  key  that  turns  the  magic  lock  is  this, 
A  child  again  in  thought  must  thou  become  ; 

Forget  all  learning  and  all  cleverness, 
Be  like  unto  some  untaught  little  one. 

Then  wilt  thou  know  what  thoughts  sublime  there  are 
In  the  weird  music  of  the  restless  sea  ; 

And  should  thy  soul  be  troubled  there  will  steal 
A  mystic  peace  and  gladness  over  thee. 


J  f(EYEIUE. 


Fresh  and  cool  the  breeze  is  blowing, 
And  the  gums  their  shades  are  throwing 
O'er  the  creek  that's  onward  flowing, 
Gleefully. 

Sweet  the  wild  bell  bird  is  singing 
As  it's  flight  'tis  onward  winging, 
And  the  wattle  balls  are  flinging 

Scent  to  me. 

Golden  butterflies  are  flying, 
Just  to  catch  them  I  am  trying, 
As  beside  the  stream  I'm  lying, 
Happily. 

Far  away  white  clouds  are  drifting, 
Casting  shadows  ever  shifting, 
And  the  flowers  their  heads  are  lifting, 
Joyfully. 

Ah,  'tis  sweet  to  lie  here  dreaming, 
Everything  so  peaceful  seeming, 
In  the  light  the  dewdrops  gleaming, 
Gloriously. 
September,  1899. 
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COO-BE ! 

A   SONG    OF   THE   BUSH. 

Coo-ee!  Coo-ee  !  Coo-ee,  far  down  the  dusty  track, 

I  hear  the  horses'  pattering  hoofs, 
I  hear  the  stockwhip's  crack. 

No  matter  where  I  be — 

By  bush,  or  towu,  or  sea — 
There  is  no  sound  I  love  so  well 

As  that  bush  call,  Coo-ee  ! 

Oft  when  the  sun's  fierce  rays 

Beat  in  their  fury  down, 
Scorching  the  parched  earth, 

Baking  the  herbage  brown, 
Like  some  wild  melody 
That  cry  rings  out  to  me, 
And  joyfully  I  answer  back — Coo-ee  ! 

And  when  the  gloom  of  night 

Does  hold  the  bush  in  thrall, 
And  in  the  lonely  dark 

The  curlews  weirdly  call, 
I  hear  half  dreamily 
When  sleep  doth  compass  me, 
The  echo  of  that  haunting  cry — Coo-ee  ! 

And  when  I've  travelled  far, 

To  some  lone  distant  spot, 
I've  hungered  for  that  sound 

In  vain,  for  it  came  not. 
Naught  but  the  gidyea  tree 
Did  whisper  plaintively 
In  faintly  imitative  tones — Coo-ee  J 
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Aye  1  in  those  trackless  plains, 
Where  silence  reigns  supreme, 

Unbroken  save  at  intervals 

By  some  wild  bird's  harsh  scream. 

I  gaze  up  sorrowfully 

At  the  sky  so  blue  and  free, 

And  wonder  when  I'll  hear  again 
The  friendly  bush  Coo-ee  1 
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With  radiant  face,  she  comes,  her  nut-brown  hair 
Wrapped  like  a  mantle  round  her,  and  the  birds 
Sing  forth  a  paean  to  greet  her,  while  the  grass 
Springs  up  beneath  her  flying  fairy  feet. 
The  Summer  King  has  driven  his  fiery  horses 
Across  the  land,  their  scorched  tracks  remain 
On  hill  and  dale  ;  the  story  of  his  going 
Is  whispered  by  the  winds,  the  message  flies 
Along  the  tree  tops,  that  fair  Autumn's  Queen 
Now  holds  the  sceptre,  and  the  red  and  gold 
She  strews  around  will  glorify  the  land. 
A  spangled  veil  she  draws  across  the  hills, 
And  throws  a  mystic  glamour  over  all. 
Refreshing  breezes  sweep  along  with  joy, 
New  life  awakes,  Nature,  and  Man  arc  glad 
At  Autumn's  coming. 
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DO¥E'S  OTSOIQ. 

In  olden  days,  thus  the  tale  goes, 
A  Noble  Knight  to  fight  the  foes 
Of  Christendom  went  forth,  and  he 
Was  filled  with  faith  and  chivalry. 
A  Crusader,  he  could  not  stay 
When  duty  summoned  him  away. 
But  newly  wed,  he  kissed  his  bride 
And  prayed  that  he  might  reach  her  side 
Again  in  safety,  begged  her  pray 
For  him  when  he  was  far  away. 
Her  shiuiug  eyes  looked  up,  and  she 
Was  wondrous  beautiful  to  see. 
"  May  God  reward  you  well,"  she  said, 
"  When  you  return,  should  I  be  dead, 
Know  bravest  heart  that  in  the  sky 
I  wait  your  coming,  will  be  nigh 
Unto  you.     My  liege  lord  farewell." 
Then  fainting  from  his  arms  she  fell. 


Across  the  mountains,  o'er  the  sea 
Went  the  Crusaders  gallantly. 
By  strategy  the  cruel  Turks  won, 
And  then  the  Christians,  one  by  one, 
Were  brought  before  the  Sultan,  who 
Was  struck  by  one  whose  eye  of  blue 
Flashed  down  upon  him,  and  whose  face 
Was  handsome  ;  with  an  easy  grace 
He  bore  himself,  a  Kingly  air. 
Saladan  spoke  him,  "  Knight  so  fair," 
He  mocking  said,  "  Can  you  say  why 
You  should  not  be  called  on  to  die  ? 
Can  you  a  reason  give  to  me, 
If  so  I'll  give  you  liberty." 
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The  young  Lord  spoke  in  accents  clear. 

His  face  betrayed  no  sign  of  fear. 

"  I  have  a  wife.     She  waits  for  me 

With  tear-dim'd  eye  beyond  the  sea." 

"  Ha,  ha,"  Saladan  laughing  said, 

"  A  woman's  love  is  quickly  dead, 

'Tis  but  a  swift  and  fleeting  breath  ; 

She'll  wed  another  at  your  death." 

To  this  the  Knight  made  calm  reply. 

While  quick  the  tears  came  to  his  eye. 

"  A  Christian  woman's  love  is  true 

As  yon  bright  sky  of  heavenly  blue." 

The  Sultan  laughed,  "  Well  then  we'll  see, 

And  test  this  vaunted  love  for  thee. 

A  soldier's  oath  behold  I  swear. 

Before  my  Court  I  now  declare 

That  I  will  send  to  this  man's  wife, 

And  if  she  wish  to  save  his  life 

Will  cut  her  hand  off,  and  to  me 

Will  send  it,  I  will-  set  him  free  ! 


The  messenger  was  sent.     By  slow 

And  tedious  ways  he  had  to  go. 

England  he  readied,  and  found  the  wife 

Of  the  brave  Knight  whose  mortal  life 

Lay  in  the  ransom.      Then  when  she 

Learned  she  alone  could  set  him  free 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  Heaven  and  prayed. 

Then  bare  of  jewels  and  silk  she  laid 

Her  fair  white  hand.     "  Strike  now,"  she  said, 

"  Better  my  hand  than  my  Lord's  head." 

So  radiant  fair  she  looked,  her  face 

Glowed  with  some  strange  supernal  grace. 

She  moved  not  when  the  cruel  steel  fell 

Upon  the  wrist  he  loved  so  well. 
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Bearing  the  ransom  went  the  man 

Back  to  the  Court  of  Saladan. 

The  Sultan  met  him.     "  Well,  has  she, 

This  Christian  bride,  sent  this  to  me. 

I  know  thy  journey  was  in  vain 

Love  scarce  would  suffer  such  a  pain." 

Then  back  he  started  in  amaze. 

The  ransom  lay  before  his  gaze. 

Quickly  the  story  ran  how  she 

The  Knight's  fair  wife  had  bravely 

For  love's  sweet  sake  ordered  that  he 

Should  strike,  and  sel  her  liege  Lord  free. 

Then  sending  for  the  Christian  Knight, 

Saladin  said,  "  Man  you  were  right. 

Go  forth  in  peace  for  you  are  free. 

May  you  enjoy  your  liberty." 

And  to  this  very  day  there  stands 

In  Gloustershire  a  Church  which  hands 

The  story  down.     It  holds  a  tomb 

Where  on  is  carved  in  youthful  bloom 

The  brave  Lord  and  his  wife,  whose  bones 

Are  crumbling  there  beneath  those  stones. 

In  mouldering  words  thereon  is  told 

The  story  of  this  Knight  of  old, 

And  of  his  Lady  fair  who  gave 

Her  own  white  hand  his  life  to  save, 

*In  a  little  village  in  Gloucestershire  there  is  a  church 
which  contains  the  mortal  remains  of  one  of  the  old 
Crusaders.  In  mouldering  efligy  he  is  depicted  on  the 
tomb,  whilst  by  his  side  in  cold  eloquence  is  imaged  the 
form  of  his  wife.  The  female  image  is  bereft  of  one  of  the 
nands. 

A  few  years  ago  it  was  necessary  for  sume  reason  to 
disturb  the  crumbling  bodies  in  the  tomb,  and  in  verifica- 
tion of  this  story  of  wifely  devotion,  it  was  found  that  one 
hand  of  the  female  corspe  had  been  amputated  at  the 
wrist. —  Weekly  Scotsman. 
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TP  ipSS^GE  OB  Tip  BELLS. 

Ring  out,  ring  out,  ye  Christinas  bells  ! 

Ring  out  your  message  glad  and  sweet ; 
Oe'r  hill  and  dale,  to  sea  and  sky, 

Peal  out  your  chimes  with  love  replete. 

Ring  out,  ring  out,  sweet  Christmas  bells  ! 

And  touch  men's  hearts  with  hope  anew ! 
And  banish  strife,  and  war  and  hate, 

Let  fair  peace  reign  and  concord,  too. 

Ring  out,  ring  out,  glad  Christmas  bells  ! 

Your  wondrous  tales  of  truth  and  love  : 
The  Christ-child's  words  breathe  once  again  ; 

Raise  sordid  minds  to  things  above. 

Ring  out,  ring  out,  dear  Christmas  bells  ! 

With  your  wild  sweetness  rend  the  air, 
Bid  callousness  for  ever  cease, 

Bid  unity  reign  everywhere. 

All  jealous  thoughts  and  spite  repress, 
And  petty  aims  and  deeds  unkind, 

That  on  this  glorious  natal  day 

All  hearts  may  peace  and  solace  find. 

Lay  waste  the  barren  tracts  of  doubt 
And  disbelief  that  there  may  be — 

A  meeting  place  for  every  one 
On  the  broad  plains  of  charity. 

Who  knows  but  when  again  there  comes 
This  feast — the  most  beloved  of  all — 

An  empty  place,  perchance  may  show 
That  one  has  answered  "  the  last  call  ?" 

Who  knows?  Who  knows?  Ah,  none  can  tell! 

Then  bury  all  your  vaunted  pride. 
List  to  the  message  of  the  bells 

That  peal  their  chimes  at  Christmastide. 
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"SPDOKI  5IIJD  SI^ip." 

There  are  days  that  are  dark  and  are  gloomy, 
When  all  laughter  and  sunshine  are  fled, 

And  nothing  but  sorrow  and  sadness 
Seem  to  loom  in  the  distance  ahead. 

Weary  days  when  we  gaze  at  the  morrow, 

And  wish  with  a  half-tired  sigh, 
That  our  journey  on  earth  were  nigh  ended, 

For  we  long  so  at  sweet  rest  to  lie. 

But  those  dark  days  have  passed  from  our  presence, 
For  the  sunlight  has  pierced  through  the  haze, 

And  we  look  once  again  full  of  gladness, 
At  the  future  spread  out  for  our  gaze. 

And  we  take  up  our  burdens  with  pleasure, 
And  we  work  with  a  new  found  delight, 

Full  of  hope,  full  of  strength  in  the  present, 
To  be  brave,  and  to  fight  the  good  fight. 

And  we  wonder  as  back  in  the  distance, 
When  we  think  of  those  days  that  are  fled, 

Of  our  hearts  that  grew  faint  and  despondent, 
When  the  flowers  of  hope  seemed  all  dead. 

Only  those  who've  been  tried  in  the  furnace 

Of  deep  and  unutterable  pain 
Know  the  heights  and  the  depths  of  their  natures, 

And  the  power  to  do  great  things  will  gain. 
When  the  ones  we  called  friends  have  turned  traitors, 

And  the  world  has  grown  cold  and  grown  chill, 
There  is  yet  One  who  will  not  forsake  us, 

Who  with  gladness  our  souls  will  soon  fill. 

'Tis  a  long  lane  that  has  ne'er  a  turning, 

And  the  brave  hearts,  the  staunch  and  the  true, 

Are  the  ones  that  will  first  find  the  sunshine, 
On  life's  journey  the  whole  wide  world  through. 

November,  1900. 
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Toll,  toll  the  bell  that  all  may  know 
The  wheels  of  time  have  run  their  race, 

A  century  hath  come  and  gone, 

Hath  left  its  mark  on  time  and  place. 

A  cycle  of  a  hundred  years 

Has  swept  adown  the  aisles  of  time, 

And  in  the  passing  it  has  brought 
A  change  to  every  town  and  clime. 

Great  men  have  suffered,  lived,  and  died 
In  causes  grand,  whose  names  will  be 

As  beacon  lights  to  other  souls 
In  the  far  off  futurity. 

Cities  have  blossomed  into  fame, 

Have  proudly  reared  their  heads  on  high, 

Others  have  sunk  beneath  the  dust, 
In  crumbling  ruins  now  to  lie. 

Toll,  toll  the  bell,  the  world  grows  old, 

Another  line  is  on  its  brow. 
Deep  furrowed  mark  how  plain  it  is  ; 

But,  hark  !  the  joybells  ring  out  now. 

Chiming  a  welcome  glad  and  free 
Unto  the  sweet  and  fresh  new  year, 

Unto  the  century  just  hailed  in, 
Good-by  to  sorrow,  war  and  fear. 

Good-by  to  sadness,  aye,  good-by, 
Welcome  new  year,  and  in  thy  train 

May  blessings  follow,  peace,  and  joy, 
And  ne'er  depart  from  us  again. 
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j  npijoip^ 

He  came  to  my  office  one  morning, 
A  child  with  eyes  radiantly  blue  ; 

With  soft  curls  lit  up  like  a  nimbus, 
With  cheeks  of  a  rosy  pink  hue. 

Such  an  innocent  face  had  this  laddie, 

Standing  there  with  my  proofs  in  his  hand. 

And  I  nodded  and  smiled  as  I  thanked  him  ; 
"  From  the  printer?     Yes,  I  understand." 

I  was  struck  by  his  wonderful  beauty, 

Thought  I'd  question  him  as  to  his  name  ; 

So  I  asked  him  and  waited  the  answer, 
With  a  child's  artless  frankness  it  came — 

From  those  red  lips  so  curved  and  so  smiling, 
"  My  name,  sir  ?     Bert  Smith,  but  you  know, 

I'm  a  devil,  printer's  devil,  they  calls  me 
In  the  room  where  I  works  down  below." 

He  spoke  with  an  air  of  small  grandeur, 
As  if  pleased  and  half  proud  of  his  name  ; 

I  started — "  Good  gracious,"  I  murmured, 
For  I  wondered  who  thus  was  to  blame — 

For  this  misnomer.  Quickly  I  answered, 
"  That  name  should  be  altered  to-day. 

Printer's  angel,  would  suit  you  far  better, 
Please  tell  them  down  there  what  I  say." 

Printer's  angel.     Ah,  yes,  little  laddie, 
With  your  gloriously  innocent  eyes  ; 

For  you  seem  but  a  heavenly  vision, 

Sent  on  earth  from  the  blue,  starry  skies 

June  22,  1 90 1 
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"T?E   mE^Y-P^TED 
uT#TCpi(S."* 

[AFTER  RUDYARD  KIPLING.] 

When  the  men  have  gone  to  battle,   when  they're 
fighting  on  the  veldt, 
When  they're  busy  "  wiping  something  off  a  slate," 
Will    they   pause   to   think,  I  wonder,  of  the  hearts 
they've  left  behind, 
Weary  hearts  whose  only  mission  is  to  wait. 
They're   such     absent-minded     mortals,    and    their 
memories  are  not  good, 
They've  so  much  to  do  and  think  of,  so  they  say, 
But  the  ones  who  wait  behind  have  a  harder  lot  by  far, 
For  they've  naught  to  do  but  watch  for  news  each 
day. 

Fine  lads,  brave  lads,  the  pick  and  the  best  of  the  land, 

All  away  now  at  the  Transvaal, 

Away  across  the  ocean  blue; 

Their  work  is  a  sad  and  a  terrible  one,  and  we  wonder 

how  many  will  fall 
God  grant  the  answer  may  be  to  our  prayers — few — 

few — few. 

There  are  wives  and  sisters  waiting,  and    a  nation 
looking  out 
For  the  news  that  cometh  daily  from  the  war ; 
There  are  children,  little  children,  with  their  wander- 
ing, wistful  eyes, 
Clustering  round  about  each  homestead  of  the  poor, 
Have  they  lost  their  cherished  father  in  the  thickest 
of  the  fight  ? 
Tiny  tots,  all  orphans  therefore,  willjwe  find  them  ? 
Ah  !  the  weariness  of  waiting,  will  the  watchers  bear 
the  strain  ? 
Anxious  hearts  indeed  the  men  have  left  behind 
them, 
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Men  young,  men  old,  filled  with  the  fire  of  youth, 
Striving  to   keep   up  a    nation's    fame   by   being   so 

staunch  and  true ; 
God  grant  when  the  regiments  return  once  again,  in 

numbers  they'll  be  fine  and  strong, 
And  the  names  we  will  find  in  the  ranks  of  the  dead 

will  be  few — few — few. 

There  are   lots  of  aged  parents,   some  of  high  and 
proud  degree 
(For  both  rich  and  poor  will  suffer  for  this  strife), 
Homes  of  grand   palatial   splendor  that  are  cast  in 
mourning  now, 
For  an  only  son  has  given  up  his  life. 
They   all    looked    so    proud    when    going,  with  their 
faces  sternly  set, 
As    they  bade   farewell   to    those  they  left  behind 
them, 
But  their  hearts  were  heavy  then,  with  a  bitter  vague 
regret, 
And  a  mist  of  tears,  which  no  one  saw,  did   blind 
them. 

Proud  men,  stern  men,  last  of  a  noble  race, 

Carried  away  with  a  patriot's  love  to   see  their  own 

country  through  ; 
God  grant  that   soon   peace  may  be   reigning   again; 

forever  may  be  banished  war, 
And  the  number  of  men  who'll  be  butchered  like  this 

will  be  few — few — few. 

April,  1900. 

*  Writing  to  a  local  paper,  Rudyard  Kipling  said  that  he 
had  read  this  poem  and  liked  it  very  much  ;  that  the  real  suffer- 
ing of  any  war  is  always  with  the  women,  but  the  women  of 
the  Commonwealth  and  the  Dominion  may  be  proud  with  the 
proudest  to  think  how  splendidly  their  men  folk  have  donejin 
this  struggle. 
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(A  Memory   Picture.) 

Carnations  pink,  red,  white,  and  yellow. 

Your  perfume  sweet  doth  lade  the  air  : 
It  wafts  me  back  to  byegone  hours, 

And  scenes  of  beauty  wondrous  fair. 

Methinks  "  old  Time"  has  hurried  backwards, 

And  I  am  in  that  distant  land, 
Where  ye  did  grow  in  an  old  garden, 

By  balmy  breezes  gently  fanned. 

Once  more  I  sit  beside  the  fountain, 
Its  playing  waters  sparkling  bright  : 

And  far  beyond  I  see  the  mountains 
Bathed  in  a  glow  of  golden  light. 

And  down  the  slope  the  shining  river, 

Wending  its  course  unto  the  sea, 
Pushing  aside  the  reeds  and  rushes 
As  it  glides  onwards  gleefully. 

It's  fertile  banks  fringed  with  willows, 
Their  weeping  boughs  bent  down  quite  low 

As  if  they  fain  would  whisper  secrets 

That  naught  but  it's  cool  depths  should  know. 

I  set    it  all.      I  hear  the  music 

Outpoured  from  some  wee  warbler's  throat  — 
A  heavenward  soaring  hymn  of  gladness, 

Which  on  the  air  doth  sweetly  float. 

And  then,  as  night  steals  o'er  the  landscape, 

The  Angelus  doth  greet  mine  ear, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  the  light  zephyr, 

Its  tones  alternate  low  and  clear. 

Deep  gloaming  now  ensnares  the'  sunlight. 

And  spreads  o'er  all  its  sable  shroud, 
Until  the  "  Night  Queen,"  robed  in  splendor, 

Peeps  shyly  from  behind  a  cloud. 
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Her  presence  changes  like  weird  magic 
The  erstwhile  blackness  of  the  scene, 

And  trees  and  fountain,  hills  and  river, 
Are  frosted  with  a  silvery  sheen. 

Oh,  beauteous  scenes  of  byegone  pleasure, 
Recalled  by  ye  fair,  fragrant  flowers, 

Links  of  the  past  which  bind  me  to 

Those  long-fled,  bright,  and  joyous  hours. 
February  28,  1898. 


rapi$  ? 

An  Answer  to  a  Friend. 

You  looked  at  me  once  with  your  wistful  eyes 

And  asked  me  in  eager  tones  low, 
If  I  knew  where  the  place  called  Heaven  was. 

I  answered  you  then,  dear  one,  no. 

You  said  you  had  thought,  and  had  wondered  so  much, 
If  t'were  throned  in  the  distant  blue  sky. 

'Twas  a  thing,  though,  you  never  could  understand, 
So  you  gave  it  all  up  with  a  sigh. 

But  ever  since  then  I've  been  thinking  of  you — 
Of  your  question.     'Tis  haunting  me  still ; 

And  the  answer,  yes,  now  I  can  give  it  to  you, 
And  with  wonder,  perchance,  you  'twill  fill. 

It  came  to  me  just  like  a  whisper  sweet 

When  I  begged  God  to  tell  unto  me 
That  secret  o'er  which  you  had  pondered  in  vain, 

And  I  drank  in  these  words  joyfully. 

Thou  hast  asked  of  me,  child,  where  my  Heaven  lies, 

If  'tis  shrined  in  the  glorious  sky — 
Far  beyond  the  bright,  glistening  fields  of  stars. 

Is  it  there  that  I  reign  upon  high  ? 
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Ah,  mortal  of  earth,  could'st  thou  open  thine  eyes, 
Could'st  thou  see  me  as  I  stand  near  thee, 

This  spot,  though  it  is  but  a  lowly  place, 
Then  heaven  would  be  unto  thee. 

Tis  not  the  grand  music  that  makes  my  Kingdom, 
The  angels  and  saints  pure  and  bright. 

Twould  be  lonely  and  dark  as  the  world  thou  liv'st  in 
Did  I  hide  myself  out  of  their  sight. 

Whersoever  I  am  in  my  splendor  and  glory, 

Whosoever  can  gaze  on  my  face, 
Will  be  filled  with  a  joy  far  exceeding  all  others, 

Will  find  gladness  in  my  smile  of  grace. 

Fight  thy  way  bravely  on  through  the  world,  never 
faltering  ; 
And  one  day,  when  thy  soul  shall  be  free 
From  the  bondage  of  earth,  trusting  one,  thoul't  find 
Heaven 
In  the  look  I  shall  cast  upon  thee. 

September  10,  1899. 


In  Nuremberg,  the  land  of  toys,  you  know, 

There  dwelt  a  Toymaker  long  years  ago. 

A  man  who  since  he'd  left  the  village  school 

Had  worked  with  wax,  and  glue,  and  graving  tool ; 

Had  fashioned  many  a  toy  of  beauty  rare. 

Success  was  his  by  needs  of  time  and  care. 

He  loved  his  work,  and  soon  his  shop  did  grow, 

And  orders  from  all  parts  to  him  did  flow. 

His  dolls  were  lifelike,  rosy  cheeks,  and  hair 

Just  like  the  German  maiden's,  bright  and  fair. 

And  some  could  talk,  and  when  you  pulled  a  string 

Would  move  about,  then  bow,  and  sweetly  sing. 
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One  day  a  Countess  came  and  said  that  he 
Must  make  the  grandest  doll  that  ere  could  be. 
She  wanted  it  she  said  to  give  away, 
It  must  be  finished  without  fail  next  day. 
"  Impossible,  it  could  not  be,"  he  said. 
She  laughed,  she  pouted,  proudly  tos't  her  head. 
"  My  word  is  law,  you  know  it,"  loud  she  cried. 
The  man  looked  grave.     "  I'll  try,"  he  then  replied. 
And  when  she'd  gone  he  set  to  work  with  will. 
Thus  did  he  sit,  though  cold  it  grew  and  chill. 
His  hopes  beat  high,  his  eyes  were  gleaming  bright, 
Would  he  have  done  ere  came  the  morning  light  ? 

It  grew  in  beauty,  such  an  angel  face 

He  ne'er  had  modelled,  'twas  replete  with  grace. 

Fast  flew  his  fingers,  faster  still,  and  he 

Felt  that  his  Masterpiece  this  toy  would  be. 

The  voice  was  perfect,  and  it  sang  with  ease, 
Danced,  aye  in  every  detail  did  it  please. 
The  cheeks  were  coloured  as  by  Nature's  hand. 
True  this  of  all  his  works  was  finest,  grand. 
All  men  would  go  in  raptures  and  would  say, 
Proclaim  him  King  of  Toyland  sans  delay 
When  lo  the  last  curl  fixed,  his  task  was  done  ; 
Before  his  eyes  stood  his  created  one. 
His  men  he  called,  and  they  in  great  amaze 
Saw  the  fair  creature  held  up  to  their  gaze. 
Spellbound  they  stood,  when  how  they  could  not  tell, 
But  in  some  mystic  way  down  to  the  ground  it  fell. 
The  cherished  work  a  heap  of  ruins  there  lay. 
Their  master's  face  they  saw  grow  ashen  grey, 
"My  Masterpiece,  my  toy,"  he  sobbing  said, 
Then  forward  fell — The  Toymaker  was — dead. 

*My  original  prose  version  of  this  story  appeared  in  the 
Christmas  "  Chronicle,"  1901.  The  above  rendering  has 
been  included  in  this  collection  by  request. 
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11}  Tp  BOTOIG  G^DEIJS. 

£2VNE  of  God's  own  days  as  I  love  to  call  them,  a 
)@  generous  measure  of  sunshine,  tempered  by  a 
cool  breeze,  which  is  laden  with  the  perfume  of  carna- 
tions and  late  roses. 

Like  the  perfect  cadences  of  mystic  music,  sounds 
the  gentle  tinkle  of  water  from  the  fountain  close  by. 
The  glistening  drops  fall  upon  the  lotus  leaves  and 
linger  upon  the  reeds  and  rushes  like  pearls.  Swans, 
white  as  driven  snow,  sail  gracefully  over  the  miniature 
lake,  adding  to  the  beauties  of  the  scene  above. 

Away  in  the  distance,  mingling  with  the  brilliant 
hues  of  the  chrysanthemum — those  beautiful  autumn 
flowers,  which  are  now  at  their  best — surges  a  gay 
crowd,  a  motely  lot,  out  for  the  afternoon,  decked  in 
their  best. 

Here  in  my  secluded,  rustic  nook,  I  can  see  without 
being  seen  ;  'tis  a  place  from  whence  to  study  human 
nature  and  meditate  on  life. 

Snatches  of  unrestrained  laughter  and  jokes  float 
over  to  me,  ever  and  anon ;  it  would  be  selfish,  I 
suppose,  to  wish  that  these  folks  were  in  a  less  bois- 
terous mood,  for,  after  all,  it  would  be  rather  mono- 
tonous if  the  whole  world  were  built  on  the  same  plan, 
would  it  not  ?  The  gaily-dressed  patrollers  have  in  all 
probability  been  hard  at  work  all  the  week  ;  therefore 
they  earn  the  weekly  rest  and  recreation. 

A  few  bare-legged  little  urchins  dart  in  and  out 
among  the  flowerbeds.  To  them  the  fresh  green 
swards  are  evidently  a  luxury  after  their  habitual  play- 
ground, the  gutters.  Here  comes  a  nurse  with  a 
couple  of  rosy  cheeked  charges.  A  sly  Muscovey  duck 
steals  up  to  the  curly  headed  laddie  and  pecks  at  a 
piece  of  bread  he  holds  in  his  chubby  fingers.  He 
gives  a  terrified  look,  drops  the  bread,  and  makes  al 
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haste  back  to  his  guardian's  side.  What  a  lovely  picture 
the  little  girleen  makes  as  she  stands  in  her  pretty 
white  frock,  feeding  the  beautiful  swan  that  has  glided 
over  the  still  waters  to  her  side. 

A  gentleman  comes  along,  one  of  the  city's  busiest 
men,  his  little  son  marching  sturdily  by  his  side,  the 
tiny  feet  trying  to  keep  pace  with  the  swinging, 
soldierly  stride. 

And  there  are  some  touches  of  pathos  in  the  scene, 
too,  for  here  and  there  a  band  of  crepe,  a  widow's 
bonnet,  or  a  black  gown  shows  that  often-times  the 
bravely,  smiling  face  hides  a  heart  that  has  passed 
through  the  crucible  of  bitter  sorrow.  The  poet  has 
spoken  truly  in  those  words — "  As  gold  is  refined  in 
the  furnace,  so  a  heart  is  tried  in  pain."  It  may  be  a 
lonely  grave  on  the  South  African  veldt,  in  some  bush 
town  or  foreign  land,  or,  nearer  at  hand  still,  in  our 
own  fair  city,  a  husband,  a  brother,  a  sister,  or  wife, 
but  a  mourner  has  to  try  and  forget  for  the  sake  of  the 
living.  The  picture  brings  tears  to  my  eyes  and  I  turn 
my  head  away. 

Like  the  changing  images  in  a  kaleidoscope  do  the 
various  phases  of  life  pass  before  my  view.  Just  now 
I  was  moved  to  tears,  but  am  forced  to  smile  a 
moment  later,  for  a  great  black  swan  clambors  up  the 
bank  near  where  I  am  sitting.  Scattering  the  water 
about  in  every  direction  it  waddles  over  to  the  two 
children,  who  have  been  distributing  the  contents  of 
a  well-filled  basket  to  the  birds,  it  is  especially 
favoured,  perhaps,  because  of  its  purely  Australian 
origin,  and  a  tempting  piece  of  sponge  cake  is  thrown 
close  to  the  webbed  feet.  It  darts  forward  to  seize  the 
prize,  when  a  "  cheeky"  little  sparrow,  like  some  skilful 
magician,  swoops  down  and  immediately  carries  off 
the  dainty  morsel,  much  to  my  amusement,  and  the 
evident  bewilderment  of  the  unfortunate  swan,  which 
arches  its  long  neck  proudly,  gazes  round  with  an  air 
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of  injured  innocence,  evidently  wondering  where  the 
thief  came  from.  It's  feeble  brain  cannot  comprehend 
the  situation,  so  it  waddles  away  in  disgust,  plunges  into 
the  water,  and  sails  off  majestically  with  ruffled  plumes. 

So  we  human  beings  are  not  the  only  ones  who  get 
shocks  and  disappointments.  We  must  bury  them,  too, 
in  the  waters  of  forgetfulness,  for  there  is  no  use 
brooding  over  the  wrongs  we  have  received  through 
others. 

Thus  the  ebb  and  flow  of  life  goes  on  around  me. 
How  many  have  sat  in  this  very  spot  and  meditated 
even  as  I  ?  In  this  beautiful  place  one  can  only  think 
good  thoughts  and  wish  for  a  closer  sympathy  with 
human  nature  in  general,  and  with  individual  sorrow 
in  particular. 


Tp  POET. 


The  Poet  lived,  and  while  he  lived  he  sang, 
And  singing,  voiced  his  soul  in  glorious  song. 
Poured  out  pathetic  cadences  and  harmonies 
Which  swelled  into  a  perfect  fugue  like  whole. 
But  tho'  he  sang  day  after  day  his  songs ; 
With  breaking  heart,  he  saw  'twas  all  in  vain. 
The  world  went  on  regardless  of  his  voice. 
His  only  list'ners  were  the  wind  and  rain, 
The  flowers,  the  trees,  the  birds,  the  hills,  the  sea ; 
Nature  was  kinder  than  humanity. 

The  Poet  died,  in  dying  people  learned 
What  they  had  lost  ;  his  name  was  echoed  far, 
His  songs  were  sung,  their  beauties  were  the  theme 
Of  people's  talk,  and  o'er  his  grave  they  reared 
A  monument  of  marble,  thus  the  world 
Thinks  to  atone  for  all  the  cruel  neglect 
And  bitterness  that  oft-times  blights  a  life. 
May  25,  1902. 
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Tip  HASTES  SI1]GE^. 

God  is  the  Master  Singer,  His  voice  is  heard  in  the 
sea, 

In  the  crash  of  the  storm,  in  the  thunder, 
In  the  wind  that  goes  whisperingly 

O'er  the  plains  and  the  forest  tree. 

God   is   the    Master   Poet,   and   the   strains   that  we 
mortals  sing 

Are  but  echoes  heard  when  half  dreaming 
Of  His  Voice  when  the  world  doth  ring 

With  the  gladness  His  Song  doth  bring. 

God  is  the  Master  Poet  and  feeble  our  voices  and  low 

Compared  with  the  glorious  accents 
That  over  the  whole  world  flow 

To  fill  us  with  hope  below. 

Aye,  God  is  the  Master  Singer,  through  the  ages  His 

Songs  will  roll 
Awak'ing  and  calling  to  action 

All  the  good  that  is  in  man's  soul, 

Thus  drawing  him  nearer  his  goal. 

For  the  strains  of  the  Master  Singer  are  sweet,  if  we 
stay  to  hear, 

Will  fill  us  with  peace  and  contentment, 
To  the  fountains  of  peace  bring  us  near 

And  soothe  all  our  sorrow  and  fear. 

May  24,  1902. 
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Fain  would  I  sing  my  Austral  land 
Of  thy  fair  skies.     With  faltering  hand 
I  touch  the  strings  of  Poesy's  lyre 
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Trusting  their  echoes  may  but  fire 
In  kindred  hearts  e'en  but  a  gleam 
Of  Patriot  pride,  in  that  fair  scene 
That  stretches  o'er  us  and  away 
A  wondrous  waste  of  blue  by  day. 
That  eyes  grown  weary  of  the  earth 
Sunbaked  and  scorched  may  find  no  dearth 
Of  beauty  in  that  azure  hue. 
No  other  land  has  sunsets,  too, 
So  purely  bright,  so  weirdly  grand 
As  thou  my  sunny  Southern  land. 
That  wondrous  sight,  grandest  of  all 
When  to  its  rest,  slow  slips  the  ball 
Our  source  of  light,  into  the  sea, 
When  in  a  glorious  ecstasy 
Flash  out  great  lakes  of  living  gold 
And  plains  flushed  with  a  light  untold. 
A  view  that  strikes  all  senses  dumb 
Save  that  of  sight,  for  by  that  one 
We  are  entranced,  we  see  how  small 
We  mortal  folk  are  after  all. 
But  brief  that  fair  and  beauteous  scene, 
It  slowly  fades  like  some  fair  dream 
Into  tender  tones  of  pearly  grey 
And  amethyst  hues  that  are  kissed  away 
By  the  night  that  steals  with  it's  shade  of  gloom. 
Then  out  of  the  dark  the  bright  stars  loom. 
In  the  words  of  an  Orient  poet  they  cry 
As   they  answer  God's   call,   "  Yea,    Lord,    here 
am  I." 


What  a  haven  of  wonderful  thought  there  lies 
In  thy  beauty  mine  own  beloved  Austral  skies, 
Inexpressively  fair,  most  exquisitely  grand 
A  reflex  of  the  radiant  Promised  Land. 
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TP  GODDEQ  D^YS. 

Oh  !  youth's  fair  hours,  how  happy  we, 
In  these  bright  sunlit  golden  days ; 

How  happy  we,  who  stand  alive 
To  all  life's  chances,  and  who  gaze 

Away  with  hopeful  eyes  unto 

Those  mystic  stretching  years  to  be  ; 

When  strength  of  love,  and  heart,  and  aims 
Shall  all  be  crowned  triumphantly. 

Oh  !  golden  days,  fair  day  of  youth, 

When  all  our  hearts  with  hope  beat  high  ; 

When  we  can  fashion  as  we  will, 

Our  course,  and  fight  without  a  sigh. 

Can  pity  those  with  puny  minds, 
Who  brood  in  bitterness,  and  who 

Scoff  at  the  toilers  of  life's  dawn, 
And  say  that  we  must  all  fail,  too. 

E'en  should  their  words  come  true, 

What  then  ?  That  soul  methinks  is  noblest,  best, 
That  tries  to  soar  with  pinions  spread, 

Is  not  content  to  idly  rest. 

Is  not  content  to  dream  away 

Life's  sunny  hours,  but  with  bright  eyes 

Looks  far  beyond,  and  strives  to  leave 
Some  gleam  behind,  when  in  the  skies. 

It  finds  the  crown  it  long  hath  sought, 
And  finding  it  gains  peace  and  rest ; 

Oh  !  golden  days,  bright  happy  days, 
In  your  bright  dawning  we  are  blest. 

What  though  the  bay  should  crown  our  brows, 

The  laurel  wreath  in  years  to  be ; 
Methinks  fame  cannot  be  as  sweet 
As  these  fair  days  that  shine  on  me. 
January  4,  1902. 
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Just  two  little  maidens, 

In  a  garden  fair, 
Tiny  winsome  mortals, 

Scraps  of  sunshine  there. 

Cheeks  like  roses  tinted  ; 

Curls  the  stray  winds  blow — 
As  with  merry  laugher, 

Swing  they  to  and  fro. 

And  one's  hair  is  golden 

As  the  setting  sun  ; 
Brown  the  silken  ringlets 

Of  the  other  one. 

Bright  the  sun  is  shining, 
Blue,  so  blue  the  sky  ; 

And  across  it  slowly 

Float  some  cloudlets  by. 

All  is  sweet  and  lovely, 
Filled  with  pure  delight ; 

While  o'er  head  some  bird  soars 
Swiftly  out  of  sight. 

Like  two  white-robed  angels, 
Come  from  heaven  above, 

Are  these  two  wee  maidens, 
Tiny  nymphs  of  love. 

Softly  back  and  forwards, 

See  they  come  and  go, 
With  their  dimpled  faces 

All  with  fun  aglow. 
Arms  clasped  round  each  other, 

Sashes  floating  free  ; 
Ne'er  more  charming  picture 

Could  an  artist  see. 
January  31,  1902. 
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TP  SE'^  SPELL. 

Sobbing,  sighing,  restless  sea ; 
Sing  to  me,  sing  to  me, 
While  thy  wavelets  kiss  the  sands 
Tell  me  tales  of  other  lands, 
In  a  wondrous  threnody. 
Sing  to  me,  oh,  beauteous  sea. 

Tell  me  of  the  mermaids's  home, 
And  those  gardens  where  they  roam, 
Twining  seaweeds  in  their  hair, 
Looking  strangely,  weirdly  fair  ; 
Cast  thy  spell  e'er  me,  fair  sea, 
Sing  to  me,  sing  to  me. 

Weave  me  spells  to  soothe  my  brain 
Dreamful  fancies,  whose  refrain 
Will  delight  my  listening  ear, 
Banish  from  mine  eye  the  tear, 
As  thy  wavelets  inwards  flee, 
Sing  to  me,  sing  to  me. 

Thou  has  sung  these  songs  before, 
Sometimes  in  an  angry  roar, 
To  the  winds  thou  sing'st  alway, 
Cast  thy  spell  o'er  me  to-day, 
And  in  accents  tenderly 
Sing  to  me,  sing  to  me. 

Breathe  a  spell  of  peace  and  calm 
O'er  my  soul,  I  love  the  charm 
Of  thy  music  sweet  and  low, 
As  thy  waves  creep  to  and  fro 
Sing  to  me,  oh,  restless  sea, 
Sweet,  and  low,  and  soothingly. 
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UJ  \0W$>  PETITION" 

I'm  such  a  horrid  little  tease, 

Oh,  yes,  oh,  yes,  I  know; 
I'm  always  getting  into  scrapes, 

And  spoil  my  best  clothes  so. 

I  never  can  be  "good  as  gold," 

I  never  can  "  be  still," 
My  curls  will  never  tidy  keep, 

Oh,  no,  they  never  will. 

I'm  almost  in  despair  just  now, 

For  look,  that  nail  has  came 
And  torn  my  nice  new  pinafore ; 

Oh,  isn't  it  a  shame. 

I  wish  someone  could  show  me  how 

To  out  of  mischief  keep, 
For  really  good  I  never  am 

(Unless  when  I'm  asleep). 

And  then  I  have  such  lovely  dreams, 

And  think  I  see,  yes,  me, 
With  such  nice  curls  and  clean  white  hands ; 

Oh,  if  it  true  could  be. 

I  wish,  I  wish  I  was  a  boy, 

For  people  never  mind 
How  wild  they  are,  what  pranks  they  play, 

I  think  it's  most  unkind. 

But  Dora  May,  my  doll,  you  know, 

I'm  sure  can  understand, 
When  to  her  I  tell  everything 

And  squeeze  her  tiny  hand. 

Her  blue  eyes  stare  at  me  so  hard, 

I'm  sure  she'd  like  to  say 
That  "  after  all  I'm  not  so  bad ; 

May  turn  out  well  some  day." 
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I've  got  a  plan,  though,  in  my  head, 

I'll  go  this  very  night, 
After  I've  said  my  prayers,  you  know, 

And  ask  with  all  my  might. 

If  God  will  just  grant  my  request, 

If  only,  only  He 
Will  please  be  kind,  just  kind  enough, 

To  make  a  boy  of  me. 

October  12,  1901. 


Tp  G^IPPLE  BOY. 

He  was  a  cripple  boy,  a  little  thing 

With  wan,  pinched  cheeks  and  dark   eyes    strangely 
bright, 
And  on  his  couch  he  lay,  day  after  day 

And  thro'  each  long,  and  dreary,  restless  night. 

Only  one  glad  thing  whiled  away  the  hours, 
And  kept  him  bright,  for  just  across  the  way 

A  big  house  stood,  and  on  its  high  reared  fence 
New  pictured  bills  were  hung  day  after  day. 

'Twas  great  delight  for  the  lone  child  to  watch 
The  billsticker  at  work,  and  see  how  he 

Would  paste  new  posters  there  with  skilful  brush, 
And  fill  the  little  suffering  child  with  glee. 

Once  on  the  fence  a  lovely  circus  shone 

With  lions  and  tigers,  waltzing  bears,  and  there 

Were  clever  horses  doing  marvellous  feats, 
And  wire-walkers  moving  in  mid-air. 

But  once  he  gazed  and  found  the  fence  was  bare, 
No  pictures  covered  it.     Day  after  day 

He  waited,  but  in  vain,  no  posters  now 

Were  placed  upon  that  fence  across  the  way, 
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The  owner  had  forbidden  it,  so  he  learned 
With  tear-dim'd  eyes,  his  only  joy  was  gone. 

And  thus  the  crippled  boy  grew  sick  and  sad, 
His  days  were  now  so  utterly  forlorn. 

Attracted  by  the  wistful,  suffering  face 

Pressed  close  against  the  window-pane ;  one  day, 

A  lady  stopped  in  passing,  spoke  to  him 
In  kindly  tones,  asked  how  he  passed  away 

The  dreary  hours ;  with  saddened  voice  he  told 
His  tale  of  sorrow.     Told  how  pleasantly 

Had  gone  the  time  when  on  the  opposite  fence 
New  pictures  were  displayed  unceasingly. 

Spoke  of  the  glorious  circus  that  had  come 
To  visit  him,  and  how  he  watched  each  day 

To  see  the  man  with  busy  brush  and  paste, 
Until,  until  they  made  him  go  away. 

His  list'ner  bowed  her  head.  "  I  did  not  know 
What  I  was  doing,  child,  but  now  that  you 

Have  told  me,  he  shall  come  again,  and  there 
Will  place  his  pictured  posters  for  your  view. 

And  thus  it  was  the  crippled  child  grew  glad 
Once  more.     "  It  matters  not,"  the  lady  said, 

"  What  spoils  my  fence  as  long  as  it  brings  joy 
To  one  who  lies  in  pain  upon  his  bed." 

*     *     * 


51  L^ipp. 


They  tell  me  that  I  am  "growed  up," 

That  never  more  again 
Can  I  put  on  my  old  short  frocks ; 

I  think  it's  such  a  shame. 

They  say  my  wayward  curls,  you  know. 

Must  never  more  float  free 
Adown  my  back,  but  must,  they  say, 

Be  coiled  up  properly. 
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I  mustn't  hop  or  run  a  race ; 

They  say  'twould  never  do. 
I  think  it's  such  a  foolish  thing, 

And  stupid,  too,  don't  you  ? 

And  every  time  I  take  a  step 

I'm  quite  afraid  I'll  trip  ; 
My  dress  is  such  an  awkward  length — 

Just  made  to  make  me  slip. 

And  then,  my  hair.     Oh,  dear,  oh,  dear ; 

Why  won't  it  tidy  keep  ? 
The  hairpins— no,  they  won't  stay  in  ; 

I  feel  inclined  to  weep. 

They  say,  they  say — -What  don't  they  say 

About  "  poor  little  me  ?" 
I  only  wish  they'd  go  away, 

And  then  I'd  happy  be. 

But  after  all,  I  do  suppose 

'T would  be  a  funny  place, 
This  earth  of  ours,  did  everyone 

Just  want  to  play  and  race. 

But  'tis  so  strange,  this  "  grown-up  world," 

And  difficult  and  new  ; 
I'd  love  to  go  back  whence  I  came, 

I  would,  and  wouldn't  you  ? 

Back  to  the  "  world  of  nice  short  frocks," 

"  The  land  of  flowing  hair," 
I'd  love  to,  but,  no,  no,  they  say 

I'd  never  more  go  there. 

September,  1899. 
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J  POET'S  EQISSIOIJ. 

A  poet's  mission  is  what  ?  I  mused 

With  my  chin  resting  on  my  hand, 
And  methought  in  a  dream  I  was  floated  away 

To  a  strange  and  a  distant  land. 

A  poet's  mission  is  what  ?  I  asked 

Of  a  man  with  locks  hoary  with  age, 
And  he  looked  at  me  long,  then   in   kind  tones  there 
came 

Forth  these  words  from  the  mouth  of  the  sage  : 

"  Thou  hast  asked  of  me  now  a  question  that  has 

Been  asked  of  me  often  before, 
What  the  mission  should  be  of  the  singer  sweet 

Of  the  words  that  from  out  his  heart  pour. 

"  'Tis  a  sacred  gift,  aye,  a  sacred  gift, 

This  pure  passion  of  posey — 
The  poet  must  never  a  white  page  stain 

With  a  doctrine  false,  or  strew  recklessly 

Any  thought  that  may  come  with  its  lightning  flash  ; 

Through  his  burning  and  fevered  brain 
He  must  raise  men's  hearts  with  ideals  high, 

And  revive  dead  hopes  again. 

'  He  must  sing  those  songs  that  will  make  men  proud 
Of  the  land,  aye,  the  land  of  their  birth, 

For  the  patriot's  love,  next  to  that  felt  for  God, 
Is  the  noblest  of  all  things  on  earth. 

"  He  must  tell  of  the  wrongs  which  his  country  feels, 
And  cry  out  for  the  poor  and  oppressed  ; 

He  must  not  rush  along  with  the  surging  crowd 
Roughly  pushing  his  way  with  the  rest. 

''  He  must  raise  up  his  voice  like  a  clarion  note, 

And  to  glorious  deeds  spur  men  on ; 
The  deeds  that  will  live  in  bright  letters  of  gold 

After  he  shall  have  perished  and  gone. 
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"  He  must  help  men  to  bear  with  a  word  of  cheer 
The  burdens  'neath  which  they  groan  ; 

He  must  thrill  all  hearts  with  his  sympathy, 
Tell  them  they're  not  fighting  alone. 

"  He  must  smooth  the  lines  from  the  weary  brow 

By  his  music  so  soft  and  low, 
He  must  comfort  the  woe  of  the  troubled  child, 

And  with  joy  make  it's  wee  face  glow. 

"  He  must  read  all  the  lives  that  are  open  to  him, 

To  all  must  he  bear  charity, 
For  his  gift  is  a  trust  from  the  great  King  above, 

And  as  such  must  be  used  sacredly. 

Then  the  face  slowly  faded  away  in  a  mist, 
But  these  last  words  were  wafted  to  me  : 

"  Remember  thou  guardest  this  beauteous  gift  well 
Should  it  ever  be  given  to  thee." 

Christmas,  1900. 


J  QUERY. 


I  am  sitting  in  my  study 

(Tis  a  pleasant  Autumn  Day), 
And  my  pen  glides  swiftly  onwards, 

But  its  mad  career  I  stay. 
For  a  question  has  come  to  me 

From  the  widely-opened  door, 
As  I  turn  my  head  to  listen 

I  perceive  a  tot  of  four 
Standing  shyly  on  the  theshold, 

With  bright  eyes  so  wondrous  blue, 
That  methinks  the  sky  has  given  them 

A  small  portion  of  its  hue. 
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One  plump  arm  her  pussy  clasping, 

Like  a  picture  stands  she  there — 
In  that  portal,  with  the  sunlight 

Gleaming  on  her  golden  hair. 
"  Please,  I  turned  to  ask  if  Gerty 

Tould  turn  home  and  play  wiv  me  ? 
For  I'se  doing  to  div  my  dollys 

Just  a  little  tea  party. 
Ere  the  baby  I  have  answered 

Than  the  sought  for  one  appears, 
With  a  face  brimful  of  gladness 

(Rarely  is  it  marred  by  tears). 

And  she  greets  her  little  playmate 

With  a  smile  so  archly  bright, 
That  I  fain  would  paint  her  portrait 

Could  my  brush  depict  it  right. 
Over  to  me  runs  this  maiden, 

And  upon  my  knee  she  climbs, 
As  she  does  when  oft  she  coaxes 

For  some  fairy  tales  or  rhymes. 
As  I  gaze  at  the  sweet  faces 

Looking  up  so  wistfully, 
Could  I  say  No  !  to  that  query, 

Please,  tan  Gerty  play  wiv  me  ? 


J  G^EETip. 

South  Australia  to  New  Zealand. 

Hail,  comrades  !     Though  the  sea  divides, 

And  each  has  ne'er  the  other  seen, 
We're  bound  by  links  of  fellowship, 

Strong,  though  a  sea  doth  intervene 
Betwixt  our  own  fair  native  homes, 

Upon  whose  silver-sanded  shores 
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The  splashing  waves  with  music  break. 

Some  sea-bird  as  it  onward  soars 
Perchance  our  message  will  convey, 

And  ye  will  thus  our  greeting  get, 
Though  we  are  dwelling  far  away. 

Australian  hearts  can  ne'er  forget 
The  bond  of  sympathy,  that  lies 

Between  the  dwellers  of  the  South 
Beneath  the  radiant  Austral  skies. 

Take  then  our  greeting,  warm  and  true, 
And  may  ye  prosper  and  grow  strong 

In  deeds  of  worth — thus  building  up 
A  nation  that  will  live  for  long. 

OTEE  npiDEl]S  TI^EE. 

There  are  three  little  maidens,  with  eyes  of  blue, 
And  two  have  hair  of  a  golden  hue, 
And  one  has  soft  ringlets  of  sunny  brown 
Clustering  in  curls  on  her  shoulders  down. 
Three  bonnie  frolics,  full  of  laughter  and  fun, 
From  the  rise  to  the  set  of  the  great  shining  sun 
Do  their  merry  tongues  chatter  with  eager  delight 
Of  their  dollies,  their  parties,  their  baby's  last  plight ; 
Of  those  things  all  beloved  by  each,  wee  baby  mind, 
Who  in  small,  simple  things  a  great  pleasure  will  find, 
For  their  lives  are  as  bright,  as  the  smiling,  blue  sky, 
And  'tis  rare  that  the  sunshine  is  marred  by  a  cry. 
And  their  names,  did  I  tell  you  ?     Ah  !  no,  I  forgot, 
Which  shows  what  a  very  bad  memory  I've  got. 
They  are  Gertrude  and  Kathleen,  and  shy  Dorothy, 
And  one  without  the  other  scarcely  ever  you'll  see. 
But  though  I  have  given  their  names  unto  you, 
'Twould  be  risky  if  where  they  lived  any  one  knew, 
For  a  thief  might  come  prowling  around  one  fine  day 
And  steal  each  little,  sweet  little,  maiden  away. 
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J  SUBSET  ^5T  SE^. 

f*f  LONELY  beach,  o'erstrewn  with  the  dark  seaweed 
^-^  washed  inwards  by  the  sea.  Silence  everywhere, 
broken  only,  now  and  then,  by  the  tiny  wavelets, 
which,  murmuring  in  a  tender  undertone,  creep  shyly 
forward  to  kiss  the  level  sands ;  then,  as  if  in  half  re- 
luctance, slowly  retreat.  Only  the  gentle  ebb  and 
flow  of  the  tide  ;  but,  oh,  how  soothing  ;  how  infinitely 
peaceful. 

The  golden  orb  of  day  is  slowly  sinking  to  its 
rest,  casting  a  plethora  of  burnished  gold  and  crimson 
over  sea  and  sky  ;  the  glistening  track  reaches  almost 
to  where  I  stand,  filling  me  with  a  solemn  feeling  of 
awe,  for  it  seems,  indeed,  as  if  the  gates  of  the  Eternal 
City  had  been  suddenly  opened,  and  that  one  could 
pass  into  the  glories  beyond  by  following  that  path 
across  the  sea. 

My  soul  is  filled  with  delight,  but  it  would  seem 
almost  a  desecration  to  utter  those  words,  "  how 
beautiful,  how  beautiful,"  which  rise  instinctively  to  my 
lips ;  for  the  voice  of  a  mortal  might  break  the  mystic 
spell,  and  all  the  beauty  might  suddenly  disappear 
like  one  of  those  radiant  visions  in  the  Arabian  nights. 

Rapturously,  ravenously,  I  drink  in  that  glorious 
flood  of  color  harmonies. 

Each  tiny  cloudlet  shines  with  brilliant  lustre,  and 
close  beside  my  feet  the  rippling  wavelets  catch  the 
ruddy  hue  and  laughingly  toss  it  back  again  to  the 
sky,  while  far  away  the  sails  of  a  stately  ship  shine 
forth  in  gilded  splendour. 

The  sea  lies  palpitating,  like  a  carpet  of  precious 
stones,  alternated  with  broken  bars  of  living  gold — a 
fitting  casket  for  the  sun,  which,  like  a  flashing  jewel, 
slips  silently  into  its  resting  place. 

The   glorious  effulgence  remains  for  a  brief  space, 
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then  slowly  the  golden  cloudlets  change  to  a  luminous 
crimson. 

A  little  maid  comes  running  o'er  the  sands — a  tiny 
thing  with  laughing  eyes  and  wayward  curls.  She  puts 
her  baby  hand  in  mine,  and  together  we  watch  the 
sweet  farewell  of  the  day. 

The  immature,  unfolding  mind  can  scarce  compre- 
hend the  absorbing  sight,  but  a  more  serious  look 
creeps  into  the  innocent  blue  eyes,  the  rosebud  lips 
are  parted  like  some  fair  cherub's. 

She  might  be  some  baby  mermaid  washed  up  from 
the  depths  of  that  ocean,  for  she  seems  to  be  part  of 
the  scene  itself. 

And  the  clouds  glow  and  deepen  in  the  west, 
changing  their  forms  and  their  colors  almost  imper- 
ceptibly. 

The  world,  with  its  rush  and  its  bustle,  seems  to 
have  receded  far  into  the  perspective  of  the  unknown. 

The  presence  of  an  Infinite  Being  seems  hovering 
near,  for  even  the  rankest  of  atheists  must  admit  that 
a  strange  feeling  thrills  one's  heart  at  the  sight  of 
nature's  sublime  pictures. 

Schopenhauer  spoke  truly  when  he  said,  "  To  one 
man  the  world  is  barren,  dull,  and  superficial ;  to 
another  rich,  interesting,  and  full  of  meaning ;  it  all 
depends  on  the  colored  spectacles  that  we  wear." 

Ah,  yes,  it  is  a  beautiful  world  after  all,  if  we  only 
seek  to  know  and  understand  it's  many  beauties. 

But  even  as  I  gaze  the  volume  of  color  is  becoming 
fainter  and  fainter  ;  gradually  the  marvellous  tints  are 
fading  away  beyond  recall ;  the  molten  gold  which 
was  at  first,  the  keynote  of  those  wondrous  tints  has 
fled.  The  banks  of  rose  and  copper-colored  clouds 
which  so  lately  shone  with  startling  brilliance,  are  now 
suffused  with  amethyst  and  purple.  A  tender  grey  is 
gradually  taking  a  prominent  place  in  the  sea,  and  the 
wavelets   keep   on   singing  a  gentle    lullaby    to   the 
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shore.     They  have  almost  surged  to  my  feet  now,  for 
the  tide  is  coming  in. 

There  is  a  tinkle  of  a  bell  in  the  distance.  My 
little  companion  breaks  in  upon  my  reverie.  With 
the  reminder  that  the  summons  is  for  me  as  well  as 
her. 

To  me  the  sudden  descent  from  the  poetry  of 
nature  to  the  prose  of  practical  life  is  cruel  in  the  ex- 
treme ;  the  dinner-table  too  prosaic  a  detail  to  be 
obtruded  on  the  senses  just  now.  On  the  heights  of 
Olympus  such  details  are  quite  forgotten. 

So  I  drink  in  the  last  streak  of  color  like  a  draught 
of  the  elixir  vitae,  and  wend  my  way  across  the  sands 
with  my  baby  companion  running  along  by  my  side, 
and  with  thoughts  in  my  mind  of  the  land  where  the 
sun  never  sets  and  darkness  is  altogether  unknown. 


PEpI?   BLOSSOIfy 

It  grows  in  a  dear  old  garden — 

A  peach-tree,  and  radiant  now 
Is  its  covering  of  soft  pink  blossom, 

Clustering  thick  on  each  bending  bough. 

Such  a  wealth  of  fair  rose-flushed  beauty, 
And  the  petals  are  fluttering  down 

On  the  grass,  shining  bright  in  the  sunshine, 
On  my  book,  on  my  hair,  on  my  gown. 

Beauteous  blossoms,  so  frail  and  so  lovely, 
As  I  drink  in  your  hues  with  delight, 

As  I  gaze  at  your  buds  scarce  unfolded, 

Busy  thoughts  on  their  light  wings  take  flight. 
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And  I  list  for  your  answer  unto  me, 

In  your  hearts  doth  a  sweet  message  dwell, 

For  the  seekers  of  truths  grand  and  lovely, 
Tiny  flowerets  please  to  me  it  tell. 

Hush,  I  hear — yes,  I  know  your  loved  secret, 
You  have  whispered  it  softly  and  low  ; 

And  the  breeze  has  just  wafted  it  to  me, 
As  it  swung  you  with  grace  to  and  fro. 

And  you  say,  yes,  that  I  have  guessed  rightly. 

That  you'd  fain  to  the  world  of  men  show, 
By  your  change  into  fruit  from  a  flower, 

That  the  grave  ends  not  life  here  below. 

In  our  work  through  the  world  we  are  blossoms, 
Which  must  fade  when  their  time  does  come  ; 

But  will  live,  as  you  do,  in  new  splendour, 
When  our  journey  on  earth  is  done. 

September  2,  1899. 


j  BasijnOTS  epiSTirps. 

'Tis  Christmas  Day,  aye,  you  tell  me,  lad. 

Christmas  Day,  so  it's  come  once  again. 
How  it  brings  back  old  times  and  old  memories, 

To  my  heart  sends  a  strange  throb  of  pain. 

Yet  I  love  this  dear  feast,  tho'  it  wafts  me 
Back  to  days  that  are  long  since  dead  ; 

And  the  grim,  silent  Bush  seems  to  vanish. 
Once  again  I  see  scenes  that  are  fled. 
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In  my  boyhood,  I  roam  in  the  village 
With  it's  old  church,  high  up  on  the  hill, 

Clad  in  ivy,  storm-weathered,  and  sturdy ; 
With  "  God's  Acre"  close  by,  hushed  and  still 


Then  in  manhood — I  see  myself  honored, 
Rich,  with  plenty  of  friends  by  my  side, 

Till  a  traitorous  hand  made  me  beggared, 
And  I  left  the  dear  home  of  my  pride. 

Tears  are  foolish,  I  own,  yet  they  will  fall  ; 

But  my  rough  hand  must  brush  them  away 
I  can  thank  God,  tho'  robbed  of  my  fortune, 

Yet  my  conscience  has  no  pangs  to-day. 

So  I'll  eat  and  I'll  drink  and  be  merry ; 

I've  some  damper  and  tea,  for,  you  know, 
A  bushman  can't  be  too  "  pertickler  ;" 


Then  off  for  a  gallop  I'll  go,- 


Through  the  scrubland  of  ti-tree  and  mulga, 

To  the  foot  of  those  hills,  far  away  ; 
With  my  pipe  sending  forth  the  grey  smoke  wreaths, 

After  all  I'll  enjoy  Christmas  Day. 


With  the  blue  of  the  heavens  above  me, 
And  the  cool  breeze  just  fanning  my  brow  ; 

With  my  thoughts  keeping  pace  with  the  hoofbeats, 
And  contrasting  the  past  years  with  now. 


Christmas,  1901. 
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BOBBLES. 

(Suggested  by  the  picture  in  the   Christmas 
"  Chronicle.") 

Blow  them  high  ;  blow  them  low  ; 
Watch  them  eddying  to  and  fro. 

Shimmering  globes,  refracting  light, 
Making  the  children  wild  with  delight. 

Swaying,  rising,  falling,  they  float 
Like  to  a  fairy's  gossamer  boat. 

Wondrous  spheres,  like  the  fancies  we  weave, 
Bright-hued  and  rosy,  till  bursting  they  leave 

Nothing  behind  them  but  sighs  and  tears, 
Sorrow,  and  pain  for  the  after  years. 

Shimmering,  eddying,  see  they  go ; 
Blow  them  high,  blow  them  low. 

Momentary  visions  of  beauty  so  bright, 
Making  the  little  wild  with  delight. 

Laugh  little  maidens  and  dear  little  man, 
Get  all  the  fun  out  of  life  that  you  can. 

Pleasures  are  fleeting  like  bubbles,  you  know, 
That  are  tenderly  borne  by  the  air  to  and  fro. 

Christmas,  1901. 
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ODE  W  J  PRIIPOSE. 

Sweet  namesake  flower,  I  dedicate 
To  thee  these  humble  lines  to-day, 

While  mounting  fancy's  airy  wing 
Which  bears  me  far,  so  far  away. 

Thy  gold-crowned  head  with  dewdrops  decked,. 

Thou  noddest  as  I  pass  along  ; 
Greeting  me,  as  it  were,  and  thus 

I'll  sing  to  thee  my  little  song. 

1  often  wonder,  flower  mine, 

As  thou  with  spring  dost  come  each  year  ; 
What  message  He  who  made  thee  sends 

Unto  me.     Then,  too,  flower  dear, 

Where  has  thou  been  since  last  we  met, 
By  those  fair  lanes  in  other  lands, 

Where  I  did  pluck  thee  from  thy  nook 
With  gentle,  aye,  with  loving  hands  ? 

And  then  dost  thou  forget  the  time 
When  thou  to  me  did'st  come  one  day, 

When  hope  seemed  fled  and  life  all  sad 
And  smiling  unto  me  did'st  say — 

"  A  messenger  of  spring  am  I, 

Come  lay  aside  thy  grief  and  gloom  ; 

A  namesake  of  thine  own  I  wish 
To  make  a  sunshine  of  thy  room." 

Thus  gazing  on  thy  gold-crowned  head, 
I  hail  thee,  namesake,  flower  of  spring 

Which  coming,  as  thou  dost  each  year, 
Renewal  of  joy  and  hope  dost  bring. 
August  1 8,  1 90 1 
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BABY'S  Pr}OTO. 

Bring  the  darling  wee  thing  here, 

The  camera  is  ready  ; 
Dressed  in  all  her  dainty  best, 

Here  she  is ;  now,  steady. 

Rosy  cheeks  and  golden  curls, 

What  a  lovely  flower  ; 
Looks  the  winsome  little  maid, 

In  this  shady  bower. 

Keep  still,  darling  ;  now,  don't  move  ; 

Put  your  doll  to  sleep. 
Look,  the  birdie,  see,  'twill  come 

If  you  quiet  keep. 

Bless  my  life,  she  all  on  springs  ; 

Can't  you  keep  her  steady  ? 
See,  she's  gone  and  moved  again, 

Just  as  I  was  ready. 

Mind,  she'll  go  into  that  bush  ; 

There,  I  knew  she'd  fall. 
Don't  cry,  pet  (I  think  I'll  have 

To  give  up  after  all). 

You  darling  little  tease,  don't  move ; 

You'll  really  send  me  crazy ; 
Be  good,  and  look,  I'll  give  you  this 

Big  silver-fringed  daisy. 

Now,  we'll  try  just  once  again  ; 

Good  luck,  at  last  I've  caught  her. 
Oh,  dear  me,  what  a  time  I've  had 

With  my  host's  little  daughter 
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(ENON'T  you  love  flowers  ?  I  do,  and  have  just  re- 
^  turned  from  the  garden,  laden  with  a  wealth  of 
autumn-tinted  foliage,  sofranot  rosebuds,  with  their 
carmine-splashed  outer  petals,  shy  violets,  and  the 
wondrous-scented  woodbine. 

The  lateness  of  the  long-wished-for  rain,  has  left  the 
flaming  gold  and  crimson  legacies  with  us  longer  than 
usual,  much  to  my  secret  delight,  for  to  me  there  is 
nothing  more  beautiful  than  long  sprays  of  spirea, 
vine  tendrils,  or  Virginian  creeper,  massed  together  in 
graceful  negligence,  and  glowing  with  a  plethora  of 
color  harmonies. 

The  exquisitely  delicate  perfume  of  the  woodbine 
(Jamaica  honeysuckle,  as  I  used  to  call  it)  is  less  over- 
powering than  orange  blossom,  and  more  penetrating 
in  its  sweetness  than  the  carnation,  hyacinth,  or 
violets ;  and  it  holds  first  place  in  my  affections, 
though  the  tiny  white  blossoms  can  claim  no  special 
beauty,  and  grow  on  sprays  too  wild  and  rustic  look- 
ing for  arrangement  by  themselves.  However,  they 
mingle  beautifully  with  the  autumn  leaves,  whence 
they  give  out  their  fragrance,  unperceived,  as  it  were. 

Flowers  are  such  a  companionship  in  themselves, 
and  their  presence  has  such  a  soothing  effect  on  one 
that  a  room  always  gets  an  added  sense  of  refinement 
and  comfort  from  their  presence.  But  so  much  de- 
pends on  their  arrangement. 

Some  people  are  cruel — cruel  in  an  artistic  sense — 
in  the  way  that  they  strangle  and  smother  these  "stars 
of  the  earth,"  or  "alphabet  of  the  angels,"  as  dear  old 
Plato  so  poetically  calls  them. 

Sometimes  flowers  are  difficult  to  get,  but  some 
miniature  bowls  of  "  Wandering  Jew"  are  within  the 
reach    of    all,    and  as   this    old-fashioned   evergreen 
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grows  in  water,  and  multiplies  from  a  small  snipping, 
it  has  an  additional  advantage.  I  have  a  pink  vase 
full  on  my  secretaire  as  I  write  ;  it  grows  marvellously 
quick,  and  if  the  dead  leaves  are  pulled  off  now  and 
then  that  is  all  it  requires. 

No  one  appreciates  a  floral  offering  so  much  as  the 
sick,  to  them  they  are  a  real  delight,  a  fragment,  as  it 
were,  of  that  gay,  outer  world  from  which  they  are  shut 
out.  But  strong-smelling  flowers,  such  as  bella- 
donna lilies  or  oleanders,  should  never  be  brought 
into  a  patient's  presence,  as  they  are  absolutely 
poisonous  ;  even  violets  are  injurious  to  some  people 
with  asthmatic  tendencies.  I  remember  hearing  some 
time  ago  that  Adelina  Patti  never  allows  a  bouquet  of 
these  favorite  winter  blossoms  to  be  placed  in  her 
room  on  account  of  the  paralysing  effect  they  have  on 
her  throat,  and  I  know  of  several  people  who  are 
affected  similarly. 

Someone  who  is  dear  to  me  says  that  "  plants  are 
food  for  the  eye  and  for  the  mind,"  and  I  think  she 
is  right,  too,  as  she  is  in  many  of  her  other  bright 
and  original  sayings. 

In  a  land  like  ours  we  can  be  thankful  that  no  cruel 
winter's  sleet  and  snow  rob  us  of  all  that  makes  nature 
most  beautiful ;  the  procession  of  the  seasons  brings 
new  blossoms  before  our  eyes  in  bewildering  suc- 
cession 

Many  people  are  trying  to  bring  in  a  funeral  reform 
by  having  no  florists'  wreaths  decking  the  biers  of  the 
dead  ;  and  really  flowers  seem  more  for  rejoicing  and 
festive  gatherings,  don't  you  think  ?  The  custom  had 
its  origin  in  Paganism,  and  many  people  find  it  an 
expensive  way  of  showing  their  sympathy  with  the 
friends  of  the  departed. 

If  the  offerings  are  confined  only  to  near  relatives, 
and  a  few  simple  flowers  that  were  beloved  by  the 
deceased  are  put  together  by  loving  hands,  it  would 
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be  more  in  the  spirit  of  the  solemn  occasion,  or  so  it 
seems  to  me. 

I  have  often  heard  people  say  that  they  could  not 
bear  the  scent  of  white  jonquils  or  roses,  because  they 
reminded  them  of  funerals.  Does  not  that  seem  to 
prove  that  these  beautiful  gifts  have  been  put  to  a 
wrong  use? 

June  17,  1901. 

*     *     * 

J  PST  OE  TI;)0aGpS. 

"  Build  for  yourselves  a  nest  of  pleasant  thoughts."— 
Euskin. 

Build  for  thyself  a  nest  of  pleasant  thoughts, 

Gleaned  in  sweet  hours  and  framed  in  ideals  high  ; 
The  dreamy  beauty  of  the  spot  will  be 
Thy  resting-place,  where  no  one  can  come  nigh. 

Build  for  thyself  a  nest  of  pleasant  thoughts, 
Hedged  round  with  kindness,  and  'twill  ever  be 

A  safe  retreat  when  all  the  shallowness 
Of  this  vain  world  reveals  itself  to  thee. 

Build  for  thyself  a  nest  of  pleasant  thoughts, 
Where  unjust  words  and  deeds  can  be  forgot ; 

Where  earthly  baubles  pale  beneath  the  wealth 
Of  treasure  that  has  fallen  to  thy  lot. 

Build  for  thyself  a  nest  of  pleasant  thoughts, 

Culled  in  glad  moments  from  some  printed  page, 

Whose  author,  taught  in  ancient  Ilex  groves, 
Was  hailed  as  Greek  philosopher  and  sage. 

Take  fragments  fresh  from  Nature's  heart,  disdain 
Not  simple  things,  but  build  thy  nest  with  care, 

Choosing  all  good  things,  and  rejecting  all 
That  are  not  good,  or  not  surpassing  fair, 
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ip  POISONED  D'JIW- 

I  wonder  did  you  ever  think 

How  deep  an  unkind  word  can  pierce, 
How  it  can  cruelly  wound  a  heart 
Can  rankle  like  a  poisoned  dart 

With  smarting  pain  and  fierce. 

Perhaps  some  hearts  are  dulled  to  pain, 

Are  not  so  finely  strung  as  those 
That  feel  each  bitter  pang  or  sting, 
Each  grating  word,  each  unjust  thing, 
That  deeper  and  yet  deeper  goes 

Into  the  quivering  soul,  and  that 

'Tis  only  those  who  feel  great  joy 

Know  what  it  means  when  some  cruel  one 

Strikes,  little  caring  what  is  done 

Life's  sweetness  to  destroy. 

Then  pause,  and  ne'er  forget  the  truth, 

An  unkind  word  can  never  be 

Recalled  again,  and  when  'tis  spoken 

The  heart  beneath  lies  crushed  and  broken 

In  bitter  agony. 

*     *     * 
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Hush  !     Cross  her  hands  upon  her  breast. 
She  is  at  rest,  sweet  peaceful  rest. 
The  light  is  fading  in  the  west. 
Disturb  her  not ;  she  is  at  rest 
In  the  fair  Mansions  of  the  Blest, 
Let  no  vague  fears  our  hearts  infest. 
Lay  lilies  pure  upon  her  breast. 
Smooth  back  the  curls  on  her  brow  prest. 
Murmur  a  prayer.     See  in  the  West 
The  light  is  fading.     God  knows  best, 
And  He  has  given  her  rest,  sweet  rest. 
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Tip   YEXED    QUESTION 

He  was  a  supercilious  youth 

Of  questionable  age, 
Who  thought  himself  superior 

To  little  Margie  Page. 

One  day  they  met  by  accident, 

And,  scenting  mischief,  she 
Straightway  commenced  an  argument, 

And  asked  him,  please,  did  he 

Contend  that  the  fair  sex  was  not 

As  good  as  his.     He  said, 
With  drawling  words,  "  I  should  think  not." 

She  laughing  tos't  her  head. 

"Come  now,"  she  answered,  "Am  I  not 

As  clever,  say  as  you." 
"  Um-er,  I  don't  think  so,"  he  said, 

"  Er,  tell  me  what  you  can  do." 

Her  roguish  eyes  grew  serious. 

"  For  instance,  I  can  play 
The  dear  old  master's  music 

In  a  sympathetic  way. 

I  can  paint  a  picture,  write  a  tale, 

Can  boil,  and  bake,  and  stew, 
Can  trim  a  hat,  and  make  a  dress. 

Now,  Sir,  what  can  you  do." 

A  startled  look  stole  o'er  his  face. 

"  Good  gracious  me."  he  said. 
"  I'd  rather  not  try  to  explain, 

But  this  I'll  say  instead — 

A  girl  that  can  do  all  those  things 

Is  equal — that  I'll  say — 
To  man."     And  so,  with  changed  views, 
He  went  upon  his  way. 
May  25,  1902. 
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IPTQ^E'S  SCHOOL. 

Gather  thou  the  tiniest  flower  that  in  some  field  does 

grow, 
And  there,  pondering  o'er  its  beauty  thoul't  find  much 

that  thou  shoulds't  know. 
Watch   the    little    Cirrus  cloudlet,  floating  'cross  the 

summer  sky, 
Or  some  bird  in  joyous  gladness,  winging  swift  its  way 

on  high. 

Gaze  upon  the  sapphire  ocean,  with  it's  waves  all  break- 
ing white — 

On  the  beach,  or  which  in  fury  lash  some  wild  and 
rocky  height. 

View  the  lofty  hills  or  mountains,  fading  to  a  line  of 
blue 

In  the  softened,  dreamy  distance,  and  new  peace  will 
steal  o'er  you. 

Feast  thine   eyes  upon  the  sunset,  that  grand  scene 

more  than  sublime, 
With  its  lakes  of  fire  and  amber,  rose-flushed  hills  that 

sunbeams  climb  : 
Let  thy  soul  drink  in  that  glory  'tis  reflected  from  that 

Land 
Wherein  reigns  that  "  Wondrous  Presence"  Who  doth 

guide  us  with  His  hand. 

Learn  thy  lessons  well  from  Nature,  books  are  born  but 

of  man's  mind — 
In  these  works  of  One  far  higher,  nobler   truths  and 

thoughts  thou'lt  find — 
Thoughts  that  needs  must  lead  thee  onwards,  towards 

that  sweet  place  far  away, 
Which  we  trust  on  earth  to  merit,  there  to  rest  some 

day,  some  day. 
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/§\HE  light  is  dying  for  the  day  is  fast  closing  in. 
>jr      Come,  leave  your  work,  and  let  us  have  a   chat 
in  the  fading  twilight.   My  little  sanctum  is  a  peaceful 
retreat,  and  here   we  can  talk  without  fear  of  being 
disturbed, 

I  love  this  peaceful  hour,  don't  you  ?  For  a  gentle 
stillness  seems  to  hover  like  a  winged  angel  over  the 
earth,  bidding  us  mortal  folk  fold  away  our  worries 
with  our  work. 

Do  you  not  hear  the  sounds  of  the  Angelus  wafted 
along  by  the  breeze  ?  Whenever  I  hear  the  prayerful 
cadences  I  am  reminded  of  a  beautiful  picture  I  once 
saw  bearing  that  name,  and  which  depicted  a  couple 
of  peasants  in  a  mellow  field  repeating  the  solemn 
ejaculation  with  bowed  heads. 

I  see  your  eyes  are  gazing  through  my  window  to 
the  blossom-laden  orange  trees.  They  do  look  pretty, 
do  they  not  ?  The  pearly  whiteness  of  the  unfolding 
petals  peeping  through  the  glossy  evergreen  leaves. 
One  reason  I  think  why  these  trees  should  be  more 
generally  cultivated,  for  even  if  the  little  street  gamin 
does  manage  to  obtain  most  of  the  golden  fruit,  still 
they  are  always  pleasing  to  the  eye  on  account  of  their 
bright,  ever  beauteous  foliage. 

Just  look  at  those  pigeons  ;  they  are  evidently 
determined  to  get  the  last  crumb  before  they  fly  off  to 
their  tower.  The  little  majestic  jacobin  amuses  me 
with  its  fashionable  ruffle  round  its  neck  and  stately 
stride.  It  is  called  Lady  Euller  by  a  younger  member 
of  the  family,  because  when  it  came  out  of  the  shell  it 
was  christened  Buller  in  honour  of  the  famous  general, 
which  name,  however,  had  to  be  changed  when  it 
grew  older,  as  a  mistake  had  been  made  in  the  first 
christening  !  I  like  the  white  fantails  best ;  they  always 
keep  themselves  so  snowy,  and  are  such  friendly  little 
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creatures,  ever  ready  to  fly  on  to  one's  hand  or  perch 
on  one's  shoulder. 

But  the  light  is  fading  slowly  and  surely.  To-night 
there  is  no  glorious  sunset  to  glorify  the  west,  for  a 
bank  of  thick  grey  clouds  has  hidden  the  beauty  from 
us.  A  curlew,  imprisoned  in  some  garden  near  by, 
commences  it's  weird  and  plaintive  cry,  as  though 
loth  to  find  another  day  gone  for  ever  from  its  life. 

I  can  just  imagine  how  the  busy  workers  are  hurry- 
ing homewards  through  the  streets,  glad  that  the  day's 
work  is  done,  and  that  there  is  rest  until  the  morrow. 

Longfellow's  lines,  which  occur  in  his  "  Dedication, ,: 
are  dreamily  echoing  through  my  brain.  Do  you 
know  them  ? 


So  walking  lure  in  twilight,  O,  my  friends, 

I  hear  your  voices  softened  by  the  distance, 
And  pause,  and  turn  to  listen  as  each  sends 

His  words  of  friendship,  comfort,  and  assistance. 
If  any  thought  of  mine,  or  sung  or  told, 

Has  ever  given  delight  or  consolation, 
Ye  have  repaid  me  back  a  thousandfold 

By  every  friendly  sign  or  salutation. 

There  is  one  thing  about  this  poet's  verses  which 
always  impresses  me,  and  that  is  the  loftiness  of  his 
ideas  and  fellow  sympathy  which  are  always  manifested 
in  his  writings. 

It  is  generally  admitted  that  no  matter  how  care- 
fully a  writer  may  try,  he  can  never  successfully 
eliminate  his  character  from  his  works,  unconsciously 
it  becomes  bare  to  the  observant  reader. 

To  me  there  seems  something  almost  morally  wrong 
in  thrusting  one's  saddest  thoughts  upon  mankind. 
Surely,  as  a  writer  says  : — "  There  is  enough  sorrow  in 
the  world  without  adding  to  it." 
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Longfellow  seemed  to  recognise  this  fact  in  the 
highest  degree  ;  therefore,  we  find  more  lines  in  his 
works  to  inspire  hope  than  to  incite  despair,  and  that 
is  what  human  nature  wants  to  help  it  bear  the  burden 
and  heat  of  the  day. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  descriptions  of  which  I 
have  ever  read  of  the  large-minded  poet  was  by  Mary 
Anderson,  the  charming  ex-actress,  in  her  "  Memories," 
published  some  years  ago. 

She  says  : — "  He  quite  fulfilled  Milton's  ideal  that  a 
poet  should  be  a  poem  of  himself.  His  appearance 
awakened  both  respect  and  love,  for  his  face  was 
spirituelle,  and  his  long  silvery  hair  gave  him  quite  a 
patriarchal  appearance.  It  was  impossible  to  remain 
long  in  his  presence  without  feeling  benefited,  and  his 
manner  was  so  kind  that  one  was  drawn  instinctively 
to  him.  He  was  fond  of  flowers,  and  looked  quite  a 
picture  amongst  them." 

To  my  mind  there  is  a  striking  analogy  between  the 
writings  of  Longfellow  and  the  compositions  of  Men- 
delssohn. I  have  never  heard  the  comparison  thus 
drawn,  but  have  often  thought  that  some  of  the  ideals 
inculcated  in  the  fragmentary  poems  seems  to  present 
pictures  similar  to  those  inspired  by  the  "  Lieder  ohne 
worte."  Do  you  follow  me?  But  it  is  getting  too 
late  for  a  discussion  now  ;  we  must  take  it  up  on  some 
future  day.  It  has  almost  grown  dark,  for  the  twi- 
light has  faded. 


A  day,  another  day  has  fled 

Beyond  recall ;  the  night  now  comes 
With  sable  garments,  gliding  soft, 

The  world  grows  chill,  the  day  is  done. 

June  9,  1 90 1. 
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TP  TPEE  INCISES. 

Ye  hold  me  captive,  fair  Muses  three — 

Sweet  Music,  and  Art,  and  Poesy— 

What  matters  how  dark  or  how  dull  the  day. 

When  with  one  of  ye  three  I  can  float  away 

And  feel  the  magic  spell  of  your  calm  ? 

How  dear  are  those  hours,  when  harmony's  charm 

I  coax  from  the  tenderly-answering  keys, 

And  the  master  work  of  some  classic  seize, 

As  it  sobs  and  thunders  and  fades  away 

Like  some  bird  that  struggles  and  finds  its  way 

Far  beyond  the  blue,  and  on  joyous  wings 

Soars  higher  still,  in  an  ecstasy  sings. 

Ah  !  maiden  mine  with  thy  glistening  hair, 

Be  my  friend  for  aye,  soothe  away  dull  care ; 

For  the  world  would  be  but  a  desert  plain. 

Full  of  sorrow,  and  sadness,  and  piercing  pain 

If  I  had  not  the  charm  of  thy  presence  near 

To  fill  me  with  hope  and  to  banish  fear. 

And  thou,  Art,  lovely  maid,  with  thy  shining  eyes. 
As  blue  as  the  hue  of  the  summer  skies. 
How  oft  hast  thou  stood  by  mine  easel  chair 
And  guided  my  brush  o'er  the  canvas  there  ; 
Hast  watched  a  fair  sunset  gleam  crimson  and  gold, 
Or  some  stray  little  landscape  it's  beauties  unfold  : 
Hast  shown  me  the  grandeur  that  lies  in  the  sea, 
And  the  beauty  that's  spread  everywhere  around  me  ? 
How  the  wonderful  charm  of  each  flower  that  blows.  ^ 
Or  the  tinest  plant  that  in  Ood's  sunshine  grows, 
Holds    a    message    from    Him     who     has   giv'n   thee 

to  me, 
Fair  Art,  in  thy  glorious  simplicity  ? 

Like  a  beautiful  statue  of  joy  dos't  thou  stand, 
Fond  Poesy,  holding  a  scroll  in  thy  hand, 
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With  thy  sweet   face  illumined  with  peace  and  with 

love, 
As  thou  kissest  my  brow,  and,  with  eyes  raised  above 
Tell'st  me  wonderful  tales,  bid'st  me  write  what  1  hear, 
And  breathe  to  the  world  words  of  comfort  and  cheer. 
How  oft,  when  in  sickness  and  pain  I  have  lain, 
Hast  thou  led  me  afar,  and  hast  given  me  the  rein 
Of  fair  fancy's  winged  steed,  and  we've  floated  away 
To    strange    regions,    and    viewed    wondrous    scenes, 

grave  and  gay  ? 
Aye,  your  captive  am  I,  ye  fair,  sweet  Muses  three, 
Fond,  treasured  companions,  Clod-given  to  me, 
Ye  have  bound  me  with  cords  of  unutterable  love, 
And  have   brought   me   close,   close  to  that  fair  kind 

above. 


H08ES. 


Roses,  red  as  the  sun  that  sinketh 

To  rest  in  the  flaming  West, 
Red  as  the  wine  of  the  luscious  grape, 

In  your  beauty  I  love  ye  best. 

For  ye  bring  me  back  to  that  lovely  place 
Where  she  whom  I  lov'd  did  dwell, 

When  I  placed  a  rose  in  her  soft  dark  hair, 
And  my  story  of  love  did  tell. 

Roses,  white  as  the  falling  snowflake 
That's  toss'd  by  the  wandering  breeze, 

White  as  the  crest  of  a  wave  in  the  moonlight, 
How  ye  waft  me  beyond  the  seas, 

To  that  spot  where  I  placed  on  my  darling's  breast 

This  token,  and  turned  away 
With  a  breaking  heart  to  face  life  alone 

In  sadness  for  ever  and  aye. 


5^  AUSTRALIAN    IDYLLS. 

Tip  DE^IiESS  I#m|E. 

(A  True  Incident.) 


She  carved  her  name  one  idle  hour 

On  that  September  day, 
When  forth  we  wandered  through  the  hills, 

And  passed  upon  the  way 
This  old  gum  tree.     So  with  my  knife 

We  chipped  the  trunk,  and  she 
Laughed  as  she  cut  each  letter  there 

In  laughing,  childish  glee, 

A  picnic  party  that  we  were, 

All  joyful,  glad  and  bright. 
Back  on  the  wings  of  memory  comes 

That  scene  unto  my  sight. 
Each  one  in  turn  placed  on  the  bark 

Her  name,  and  turned  away 
With  smiling  face  ;  and  forth  we  passed 

With  jokes  upon  our  way. 

Since  then  a  year  has  passed  and  gone, 
And  once  again  I  stand 

Beside  the  old  gum  where  once  met 
Our  bright  and  merry  band. 

I  scan  the  tree-trunk  for  the  marks 
We  cut  there,  but  in  vain. 

They  have  all  vanished,  fallen  preys 
To  sun,  and  wind,  and  rain. 

All  are  destroyed  save  one  that  stands- 
Out  well  defined  and  clear. 

In  mute  surprise  I  gaze,  while  to 
Mine  eyes  there  steals  a  tear. 
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For  she  whose  name  hath  all  survived 

Has  passed  from  earth  away 
Since  with  a  merry  laugh  she  carved 

Her  name  thereon  that  day. 
The  little  hands  are  picking  flowers 

In  other  lands.     To  me 
It  seems  some  angel  must  have  left 

That  name  in  memory. 
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There  is  a  valley  where  a  rippling  stream 

Flows  onwards  towards  the  ever-sighing  sea, 

Where    bright-huecl    flowers    tuss     perfume    to    the 
breeze, 
Where  birds  are  ever  sighing  joyously. 

It  lies  away  in  regions  that  are  fair, 

Away  where  all  is  peaceful  and  serene, 

Far  from  the  "  mounts  of  strife  and  carking  care," 
Far  from  the  dreary  wastes  of  "might  have  been  " 

'Tis  called  the  golden  valley  of  content, 

Tiiis  wondrous  place,  and  all  may  enter  there, 

Both  young  and  old,  and  rich,  and  grand,  and  poor — 
The  passage  lies  across  the  ''  Bridge  of  Prayer." 

But  there  are  some  who  ne'er  will  find  this  place  ; 

A  me  who  in  life's  mirror  only  see 

Their  cares— the  joys  and  blessings  they  pass  by, 

Though  these  are  strewn  around  so  bounteously 
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Tip  CpiST  e^ILD. 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

Hark  !  to  the  welcome  Christmas  bells, 

Sounding  afar  like  the  angel's  voice, 
Bidding  all  men  lay  aside  their  pride; 

In  the  joy  of  the  day  rejoice  !  rejoice  ! 

For  the  Christ  child  has  come,  as  He  came  years  ago, 
From  His  heavenly  home  in  the  skies  above, 

To  soften  our  hearts  and  lead  us  to  Him 
In  the  haven  of  peace  and  eternal  love. 

With  His  outstretched  arms,  with  His  glorious  eyes, 
In  His  piteous  helplessness  all  divine, 

Could  we  turn  away  from  the  tiny  Babe, 
And  reject  that  tender  all-loving  sign  ? 

Could  we  push  Him  aside  in  an  angry  mood, 
The  God  of  our  hopes,  who  hast  come  to-day 

To  bring  us  back  from  the  world's  cross  roads 
To  the  path  that  will  lead  us  the  one  true  way, 

Are  we  cowards  or  slaves,  are  we  creatures  of  clay, 
With  no  souls  that  will  live   through  the  ages  to 
come  ? 
Let  us  think,  and   think    well,  for  the  day  will  soon 
pass. 
Let  us  haste  to  the  crib  ere  the  light  is  done. 

"  Peace  on  earth  to  all  men  of  goodwill,"  the  chimes 
Are  pealing  afar,  like  the  angel's  voice. 

Kneeling  here  by  the  crib  of  the  sweet  Christ  child, 
Let  us  echo  those  words,  and  rejoice  !  rejoice  1 

Xmas,  1901. 
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Tp  satrap  ^GEIiS. 

Forms  unseen,  unnoticed 

By  the  mortal  eyes  of  men, 
Spirits,  white  robed  and  radiant, 

Always  beside  us  when 
Life's  joys  or  cares  are  given  us, 

When  'neath  life's  load  of  woe 
We  stumble,  dazed,  half-blinded, 

Till  echoing  sweet  and  low, 
Like  the  strains  of  mystic  music 

Comes  a  voice  to  calm  our  fear  ; 
The  spirit  voice  of  the  angel 

Who  to  us  is  ever  near. 


Near,  aye,  and  ever  ready 

To  aid  us  with  help  when  we 
Turn  unto  him  for  counsel, 

Link  of  the  world  to  be. 
Near  unto  us  in  life's  dawning, 

Near  when  life's  journey  is  o'er, 
And  the  light  of  the  West  is  fast  breaking 

On  the  distant  eternal  shore. 


Augels,  fair  guardian  spirits  ! 

Dwelling  with  us  alway, 
Hovering  around  us  ever, 

Ne'er  from  us  straying  away. 
Angels,  bright  guardian  angels, 

'Neath  thy  white  wings,  oh  !  shield  us  for  aye 
From  all  harm,  and  please  lead  us  right  onward 

To  the  "  Land  of  Eternal  Day." 

October  '2,  Feast  of  the  Guardian  Angels. 
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Peace,  Peace  !  hush,  troubled  heart,  and  do  not  fear  ; 
Be  not  cast  down,  I  pray  ;  be  of  good  cheer. 
Think  not  the  way  will  dark  or  lonely  be, 
Learn  thou  to  trust  in  God  implicitly. 


Brood  thou  not  o'er  thy  woes,  but  calmly  say  : 
Be  Thou  my  strength,  my  God,  for  ere  and  aye  ; 
Bid  me  to  think  of  Thee  when  I  grow  cold, 
If  all  Thou  felt  for  me  those  pains  untold. 


How  bitter  agony  did  wear  Thy  mind 
When  Thou  saw  heedless  souls — callous,  unkind  ; 
When  all  Thy  life  was  one  long,  awful  strife. 
Should  I  then  murmur,  Lord,  if  to  my  life 


Should  come  some  little  trace  of  passing  care 
Should  I  then  fear  the  way  when  armed  with  prayer  ? 
Should  I  not  love  to  think  myself  like  Thee  ? 
Should  I  not  strive  to  walk  more  patiently? 


And  look  with  smiling  eyes  up  to  the  sky 
Praying  for  peace,  and  love,  until  I  die  ? 
And  if  Thou  wiliest  my  crown  be  hard  to  win, 
One  thing  I  beg,  my  God,  guard  me  from  sin. 


Bid  me  be  strong  and  brave,  swift  to  do  right ; 
Faithful  to  Thee,  my  God,  through  dark  and  light 
Peace,  weary  heart,  and  hope.     Hush  !  do  not  fear ; 
Be  brave  to  face  the  fight,  for  God  is  near. 
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TI?E   GIFT   1)1  VI RE. 

fHE  evening   meal   is  over  and  the  cold  and  dark- 
ness   without,  make   the  warmth  and  brightness 
within  all  the  more  cosy  by  contrast. 

It  seems  strange,  does  it  not,  that  only  a  few  months 
ago,  in  the  endeavor  to  get  cool,  we  were  dressed  in 
our  airiest  muslins  and  sitting  out  on  the  lawn  beneath 
the  twinkling  stars,  with  the  hum  of  the  mosquitos 
ringing  unpleasantly  in  our  ears? 

After  all  the  winter  evenings  give  us  more  zest  for 
work  and  enjoyment.  So  much  comfort  of  home  life 
seems  to  centre  in  these  long  hours,  when  all  can 
gather  together  to  sew,  to  read,  to  write,  or  listen  to 
the  music  of  the  Old  Masters  ;  though  to  give  pleasure 
to  all  it  may  be  often  necessary  to  concede  to  the 
wishes  of  the  elder  brothers,  or  the  one  to  whom  sub- 
lime Beethoven,  romantic  Schumann,  or  melancholy 
Chopin,  are  the  mere  writers  of  unintelligible  sounds, 
and  turn  instead  to  an  "Air  comique"  from  Arthur 
Sullivan  or  Planquette. 

All  are  not  gifted  with  an  appreciation  of  the  good 
things  of  this  world,  and  this  seems  especially  true  of 
the  Gift  Divine 

Those  who  profess  to  a  knowledge  and  love  of  the 
grand  tone  poems  that  will  live  forever,  frequently  mar 
the  most  important  effects  by  their  remarks  at  the 
wrong  moment.  I  remember  playing  a  procession  of 
solemn  chords  which  leads  into  an  exquisite  theme  in 
one  of  the  finest  works  of  a  well-known  composer.  I 
had  forgotten  the  terrible  nervousness  that  had  taken 
possession  of  me  when  I  first  sat  down  to  the  piano, 
and  was  lost  in  the  ideas  of  the  writer,  when  suddenly 
a  babel  of  voices  broke  in  through  the  reverie  and  the 
spell  was  broken. 

A  musical  enthusiast  in  my  small  audience  (who 
had  been  drinking  in  each  note  with  as   much  rapture 
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as  if  I  had  been  the  great  l'aderewski  himself),  be 
coming  immediately  indignant  at  losing  any-  note  ol 
the  favorite  musical  inspiration,  turned  round  and 
demanded  what  they  meant  by  talking  when  such 
beautiful  music  was  going  on.  In  that  moment  1  felt 
a  fellow  feeling  of  sympathy  for  a  well-known  virtuoso, 
who  had  just  finished  one  of  his  most  intricate  com- 
positions, and  as  the  final  strains  died  away  overheard 
the  remark,  "We  fry  ours  in  oil." 

"The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself, 
nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds,  is  fit 
for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils,"  might  be  modified, 
I  think,  by  saying  that  the  man  with  music  inborn 
cannot  be  wholly  bad. 

That  the  love  of  the  divine  art  can  be  acquired 
and  cultivated  is  a  well-known  fact,  and  after  all  there 
is  something  in  being  a  good  listener,  even  if  one  is 
not  a  performer. 

Singing  is  more  generally  practised  by  the  amateur, 
and  provided  that  he  or  she  be  blessed  with  a  good 
ear  and  the  gift  of  true  expression,  much  pleasure  can 
be  derived  from  the  simple  old  ballads  that  charmed 
our  grandparents,  for  the  old  songs  hold  their 
own  and  more  than  their  own  against  all  new- 
comers. "Kathleen  Mavourneen,"  "  Annie  Laurie," 
and  a  score  of  other  lovely  Irish  and  Scotch  melodies 
are  exquisite  in  their  simple  pathos,  but  to  sing  them 
properly  something  more  than  mere  technique  and 
florid  execution  is  required.  ,-■« 

It  seems  strange,  but  I  have  often  heard  players 
dash  off  one  of  Liszt's  most  formidable  rhapsodies 
with  consummate  ease  ;  yet  they  have  made  a  hash  of 
a  simple  little  "  Lieder  Ohne  Worte,"  omitting  the 
softness  and  delicacy  of  coloring  that  are  the  chief 
essentials  in  a  dreamy  composition  of  this  kind. 

Who  is  it  that  says,  "  A  skill  in  one 
art      is     generally      accompanied       by       an      apti- 
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tude  for  all."  It  is  this  wry  aptitude  for 
several  callings  which  has  marred  many  a  career,  so 
another  writer  tells  us,  for  one  is  thus  apt  to  lose  one's 
chances  of  success  through  indecision.  Thus  I  was 
wry  nearly  shipwrecked  on  a  Sea  of  perplexity  myself. 
The  (uft  Divine,  of  which  I  was  an  enthusiastic 
student,  seemed  to  offer  glorious  possibilties  on  the 
one  hand,  while  the  fascinations  of  the  brush  and 
palette  held  their  sway  over  me  on  the  other.  How  I 
solved  the  vexed  question  is  ''another  story,"  as 
Rudyard  Kipling  would  tell  us.  But  I  am  true  to  my 
old  loves  nevertheless,  and  have  spent  some  of  the 
sweetest  moments  of  my  life  with  these  beloved  friends 
of  my  waking  hours. 
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Flowers   arc   the   Alphabet   of   the  Angels,  which    fchey 
sprinkle  over  hill  and  dale  for  us  to  read. — Plato. 

1  delved  in  ancient  philosophic  lore, 
And  found  these  lines,  writ  by  a  well-known  sage 
More  than  two  thousand  years  ago — "  The  flowers 
Are  by  the  angels,  strewn  o'er  hill  and  dale. 

Their  alphabet  they  are,  and  thus  they  tell 
Great  truths,  that  we  in  finding  them  may  read 
And  understand."     The  echo  of  those  words 
Lies  like  sweet  music  on  my  tired  brain. 
With  interest  new  I  gaze  upon  each  "star 
Of  earth,"  finding  deep  meaning  in  their  hues. 
Striving  to  read  the  message  which  is  strewn 
UpcHi  this  earth  world  by  those  angel  hands. 
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Oh!  heedless  mortals,  in  our  passing  heme 
Why  do  we  rush  so,  deigning  not  to  stay 
And  glean  the  import  of  life's  fairest  gifts  ? 
Why  do  we  crush  these  blossoms  in  our  haste 
After  vain  baubles,  think  ourselves  too  wise 
To  learn  from  simple  things,  and  dream  that  we 
Are  more  profound  than  those  who  went  before. 
*     #     •* 

LIBE'S  IDE^L. 

"Three   score  and  ten  years,  what  a  little  time  it  is  in 
c  >mpari8on  with  eternity." — Plato. 

Live  not  for  self  alone,  but  live  that  life 
May  be  a  hymn  of  praise,  a  glorious  song 

To  Him  who  gave  to  thee  these  precious  hours. 
Strive  to  do  good  and  put  down  fraud  and  wrung. 

Live  not  for  self  alone,  but  let  thy  life 
In  it's  full  grand  completeness  ever  be 

A  grand  Hossanah  reaching  to  the  skies, 
While  thou  art  buried  in  obscurity. 

Live  not  for  self  alone,  but  help  along 

All  that  thou  can'st,  and  thus  thy  life  will  grow 
More  sweet,  more  full,  more  noble,  more  divine, '• 

And  peace  and  rest  within  thy  heart  will  glow. 
Live  not  for  self  alone,  nor  idle  boasts. 

The  hypocrite,  the  one  who  lives  for  show. 
The  paltry  seeker  after  emptjr  fame 

Can  never  true  delight  or  rapture  know. 
Live  not  for  self  alone,  the  time  is  short. 

Make  haste,  wait  not,  each  moment  makes  a  day 
And  thus  eternity  will  seal  thy  chance, 

Thy  only  chance,  let  it  not  slip  away. 
In  thy  brief  pilgrimage  upon  this  earth 

Try  to  leave  some  mark  of  thy  presence  here 
That  will  remain  when  thou  art  flown  away, 

And  to  some  future  toiler  will  bring  cheer. 
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II]  JVt  OLD  6^DEI}. 

;WO  comfortable  wicker  chairs,  a  cosy  nook  in  this 
"dear  old  garden,"  'tis  here  we  will  have  our 
chat,  you,  my  reader,  and  I. 

The  air  seems  laden  with  the  freshness  of  the  dew- 
drops  which  glisten  on  the  budding  chrysanthemums 
the  tall  Arum  lilies,  and  clustering  masses  of  ivy 
geranium  with  its  lovely  pink  flowers. 

Some  fearless  little  sparrows  are  whirring  in  and  out 
among  the  boughs  of  a  graceful  gumtree — that  old 
relic  of  ancient  aboriginal  days.  I  often  wonder  as  I 
gaze  up  at  its  tall  branches  if  it  remembers  the  time 
when  tin\'  black  piccaninnies  gambolled  about  beneath 
its  shade.  It  seems  to  me  a  pathetic  old  figure  as  it 
raises  it's  grey  arms  into  the  sunshine  close  to  the 
creeper-covered  rustic  fence — a  link  between  the  old 
rid  the  new,  the  barbarous  and  the  civilised. 

How  strangely  interesting  this  typical  Australian 
,'.;  len  would  appear  to  un-Australian  eyes,  with  it's 
orange,  peach  and  fig  trees  with  the  leaves  on  them 
turning  to  bronze  and  gold,  the  long  vine  trellis  (which 
but  a  few  months  ago  was  laden  with  grapes),  and  the 
fresh,  green  row  of  feathery  pepper  trees. 

"  An  ideal  day,  an  ideal  spot.  What  then  shall  we 
talk  about?" 

\  on  answer  we  with  Longfellow's  words,  "On  such 
a  day  it  is  enough  for  me  not  to  be  doing,  but  to  be  ;" 
and  they  certainly  seem  applicable  in  the  present  in- 
stance, but 

I  was  just  thinking  that  they  presented  a  contrast 
to  the  views  of  a  lately-departed  classical  author  whose 
works  have  a  strange  fascination  for  me,  and  who  in- 
culcates the  theory  that  even  if  we  are  somewhat 
pnuic  to  day  dreams,  we  should  still  endeavor  to  com- 
bine the  practical  with  the  romantic. 

Thus,  Ruskin  speaks  almost  as  follows: — "  I  fai  lto 
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understand  how  a  woman  can  sit  in  her  garden  enjoy- 
ing its  beauties  without  thinking  of  the  sorrowing 
multitudes  who  pass  by  its  very  walls."  If  those  are 
not  his  exact  words  they  aptly  convey  his  meaning — 
philosopher,  thinker,  humanitarian  that  he  was,  and 
like  many  of  his  other  thoughts  they  awaken  within  us 
a  desire  to  be  something  more  than  dreamers. 

We  need  not  be  rich  to  be  gracious,  need  we  ? 
Neither  is  it  necessary  that  we  should  bestow  our 
charity  in  large  sums  in  order  to  obtain  for  us  the 
praise  of  the  multitude. 

Tact  and  discrimination,  sympathy  and  unobtrusive 
acts  of  kindness,  are  often  of  more  benefit  and  real 
good  than  those  ponderous  donations  given  with  the 
sole  idea  of  impressing  others  with  the  lavishness  of 
our  bounty." 

"  How  delightful  it  is  to  have  bright  sunshine  after 
the  dark  clouds  !  Autumn  is  a  favorite  season  with 
me,  our  long  line  of  hills  are  so  softened  by  mist 
and  the  shadows  cast  over  them  by  the  soft,  cumulous 
clouds  that  float  lazily  over  the  greyish  blue  sky.  And 
it  is  lovely  to  watch  the  leaves  on  the  trees  turning  to 
bronze  and  crimson." 

"  It  makes  you  think  of  death,"  you  say.  "  Ah,  no  ; 
I  do  not  think  you  read  the  message  aright  ;  it  is  to 
my  idea  a  symbol  of  immortality." 

Some  wondrous  words,  long  since  I  read 
In  the  great  Book  of  God  ;  they  said — 
Unless  the  corn  of  wheat  fall  to  the  ground, 
And  dying,  mixes  with  the  dust  around, 
It  stands  alone,  its  days  of  use  are  o'er, 
The  summer  sun  will  shine  on  it  no  more, 
But  if  it  die,  it  bringeth  forth  much  fruit  : 
This  sacred  dictum  none  will  dare  refute  ; 
For  by  this  lesson  death,  though  feared,  we  see 
Is  but  a  change  from  mortal  life  to  immortality. 
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"Those  verses  appear  to  me  to  exactly  apply  to 
what  you  said.  I  wrote  them  many  years  ago,  for,  I 
think,  people  are  too  fond  of  taking  a  dismal  view  of 
everything,  and  if  you  think  the  subject  over  I  am 
sure  you  will  agree  with  my  ideas." 

"  Inviting  pessimism  and  melancholy  only  takes 
the  sunshine  out  of  life.  'Tis  better  to  try  and  acquire 
a  hopeful  temperament,  working  on  courageously  in 
spite  of  difficulties,  buoyed  up  with  the  hope  that  if 
reward  does  not  come  to  us  in  this  world,  we  will 
surely  receive  it  in  the  next. 


TP  QUEER  6ITY  OB  Tp 
SOOTI?. 

Fair  art  thou,  Adelaide,  beauteous  and  bright. 

Queen  of  the  Sunny  South  truly  thou  art. 
Sweet  and  retiring,  bound  in  by  thy  hills, 

Amid  Austral's  daughters  thou  standest  apart. 

Fair  art  thou,  Adelaide,  blue  is  thy  sky 

As  the  flowers  thou  wearest  so  thick  on  thy  brow. 
Soft  are  thy  zephyrs,  and  rich  are  thy  lands 

Which  will  smile  back  a  harvest  at  touch  of  a 
plough. 

Fair  art  thou,  Adelaide,  thy  people  content 
To  bask  in  thy  beauty,  in  shade  of  thy  smile. 

Preferring  thy  charms  all  of  nature  begot 

To  the  towns  full  of  luxury,  riches,  and  guile. 

Calm  in  the  lowlands,  thou  hold'st  thy  sway, 

Queen,  sweetest  Queen  ot  the  fair  Southern  Waters. 

And  the  long  line  of  hills  which  gaze  on  thee  alway 
Make    thee    peerless    for    ever   among    Austral's 
daughters, 
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Many  years  may'stthou  reign,  and  thy  future  be  great. 

In  thy  youth  thou  art  fair,  in  thine  age  mayst  thou 
be 
Acknowledged  by  all  as  the  Queen  of  the  Earth. 

This,  town  of  my  birth,  is  my  tribute  to  thee. 

May  thy  people  be  learned,  be  good,  and  be  kind, 
Skilled  in  arts,  strong  in  brains,  and  in  justice  and 
truth. 
When  the  men  of  to-day  shall  have  passed  from  this 
sphere, 
May  the  future  fulfil  all  the  hopes  of  thy    youth. 

April  19,  1901. 


JTl  OhD  LEGEND. 

'Tis  an  old,  yes,  a  dear  old  legend, 

And  I'll  tell  it  to  thee  to-night, 
For  outside  it  is  cold  and  dreary, 

And  in  here  it  is  warm  and  bright. 
Mayhap  you  have  never  heard  it, 

So  this  tale  of  mine,  sweet,  methinks  true, 
That  was  told  me  once  in  the  gloaming 

May  breathe  then  a  lesson  to  you. 
'Twas  my  old  nurse  who  whispered  it  to  me, 

When  with  flushed  cheek  and  tear-dimmed  eyes, 
I  crept  to  her  arms  one  evening 

And  poured  out  the  cause  of  my  sighs. 
'Twas  only  a  childish  trouble, 

My  dolly  had  tumbled  down 
And  smashed  all  her  face  so  badly, 

And  ruined  her  new  silken  gown. 
So  she  smoothed  the  curls  from  my  forehead, 
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"My  poor  little  maid,"  she  said, 
"  Do  you  think  those  tears  will  restore  3^011 

The  doll  that  mourn  as  dead  ? 
What's  the  use,  dearest  one,  then,  in  crying  ? 

'Tis  a  mere  waste  of  time,  so  I  pray 
Brush  those  tears  from  your  eyes,  my  wee  girlie, 

Banish  sorrow  and  clouds  far  away. 
And,  meanwhile,  I'll  tell  you  a  story, 

'Twill  make  you  forget,  you  know  ; 
And  'twill  show  you,  ah  yes,  it  will  show  you 

How  another  can  bear  real  woe. 
There  once  lived  a  poor  little  laddie 

In  an  old  and  a  large  crowded  town — 
Not  petted  and  spoilt  like  my  darling, 

With  nice  food,  and  a  bed  of  down. 
He  was  often  so  cold  and  so  hungry, 

Many  times  left  without  even  bread, 
His  clothes  were  all  torn  and  in  tatters, 

And  some  straw,  yes  dear,  that  was  his  bed. 
The  mother  whose  face  he  remembered 

Now  slept  in  a  lonely  churchyard, 
And  his  father,  a  reckless  and  cruel  man, 

To  his  child  was  most  unjust  and  hard. 
Oftentimes,  in  a  fit  of  wild  anger, 

He  would  thrash  him  again  and  again, 
But  the  boy,  though  his  heart  was  nigh  breaking, 

Bore  with  patience  his  sorrow  and  pain. 
And  alone,  when  all  others  were  sleeping; 

He  would  kneel  on  the  old,  worn  floor, 
And  in  accents  of  tender  pleading 

Loving  prayers  from  his  heart  would  pour. 
'  I  am  glad  You  have  made  me  like  this,  God, 

Not  like  others,  with  plenty  of  gold, 
For  I  think  You,  too,  must  have  been  like  me 

When  You  dwelt  in  the  manger  of  old  ; 
Let  me  bear  all  these  trials  that  Thou  sendest, 

For  I  love  You  so  much,  and  one  day, 
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Please  let  me  be  near  You  in  Heaven, 

For  I'm  trying  to  find  the  true  way.' 
Thus  he  prayed,  and  one  night  the  pale  moonbeams 

Shone  bright  on  the  upturned  face, 
And  tinged  with  their  silvery  radiance 

The  poor  straw,  and  the  cold,  bare  place. 
'Twas  a  scene  that  the  brush  of  an  artist 

Would  have  loved  to  depict,  and  withr  skill 
Given  unto  the  world  a  grand  picture, 

That  each  gazer  with  pity  would  thrill. 
And  the  child's  voice  grew  soft,  for  sweet  music 

Was  stealing  it's  strains  on  his  ear, 
And  a  wondrous  joy  stirred  within  him, 

As  a  rustle  of  wings  seemed  quite  near, 
Then  a  voice  like  a  sweet  bell  of  silver 

Called  the  suppliant  one  by  his  name, 
And  he  answered  in  tones  full  of  wonder, 

For  he  knew  not  from  whence  the  sound  came 
And  again  was  the  deep  silence  broken 

And  that  voice  trembled  low  on  the  air, 
And  the  boy  looked  again,  and  with  gladness 

Stretched  his  hands,  for — an  angel  was  there. 
'Thou  hast  never  complained,  never  murmured, 

When  with  hunger  and  pain  thou  wert  tried, 
When  the  rain  and  the  sleet  smote  upon  thee, 

When  the  rich  passed  thee  by  in  their  pride. 
Thou  art  fit,  little  one,  for  my  coming  ; 

Death  to  some  is  a  terrible  thing, 
But  to  thou,  who  yearned  not  for  earth's  treasures, 

'Twill  be  joy  for  thy  soul  to  take  wing 
So  they  floated  away  o'er  the  city, 

Through  the  night  air  now  no  longer  chill  ; 
Slow  the  moon  sailed  along  in  her  brightness — 

Not  a  sound — all  was  silent  and  still. 
And  the  angel  flew  onwards  more  swiftly, 

Till  he  came  to  a  beauteous  land 
With  gold  gates,  of  supernal  splendor, 
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That  ilew  back  at  the  touch  of  his  hand  : 
And  he  laid  at  the  foot  of  the  Crowned  One 

The  pure  soul  of  the  beggar  child. 
And  a  great  world  of  love  and  of  pity 

Was  revealed  as  the  great  God  King  smiled, 
'  I  have  watched  for  thee  long,'  said  He  softly  ; 

As  He  spoke,   a  grand  paean  of  song 
Echoed  low  on  the  sweet-scented  heav'ns, 

And  down  bowed  the  whole  glorified  throng. 
'  I  have  watched  foT  thee  long,'  and  He  pointed 

To  a  throne  close  beside  His  own  feet — 
'  In  that  place  shalt  thou  ever  dwell  near  Me, 

For  thy  prayers  have  gained  thee  that  seat 
Every  time  that  thou  knelt  supplicating, 

A  new  pearl  was  let  into  thy  throne  ; 
They  were  carried  up  here  by  an  angel, 

And  thou  see'st  into  what  they  have  grown.' 


Morning  dawned,  and  above,  in  the  attic 

The  suns  rays  found  their  straggling  way 
To  the  form  of  a  boy  who  was  kneeling, 

Like  a  halo  on  his  head  they  lay. 
And  at  length  when  the  people  sought  him, 

There  he  was,  by  his  rough  straw  bed  ; 
But  they'd  never,  no  never  before,  seen 

Such  a  smile  on  the  face  of  the  dead. 

Christmas,  1899. 
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L'pIE'd. 

(Beethoven's  Farewell  to  His  Piano.) 

Farewell,  my  harpsichord,  farewell, 
I  shut  thy  white  keys  from  my  sight. 

Oh  1  that  thy  voice  ne'er  more  will  speak 
To  me,  and  make  my  sad  days  bright. 

That  only  in  my  dreams  I'll  hear 
The  thunderous  harmonies  that  roll 

In  swift  succession  through  my  brain, 
Born  in  the  precincts  of  my  soul. 

My  harpsichord,  my  harpsichord, 

None  knew  how  dear  thou  wert  to  me. 

How  we  have  talked  for  hours  together 
In  tender  tones  of  sympathy. 


And  yet  they  say  that  only  those 
Who  pass  their  days  bereft  of  light 

Need  pity.     Oh,  they  falsely  speak, 
For  sound  methinks  I'd  barter  sight. 


Oh  1  for  the  strains  of  music  wild, 
A  gushing  burst  of  melody. 

I  reel,  I  faint.     Alas  1  too  true, 

On  earth  no  more,  no  more  for  me. 

Farewell,  my  harpsichord,  farewell, 
My  only  love,  a  last  adieu. 

I  dread  to  think  what  life  shall  be 
Robbed,  my  beloved,  one  of  thee 


ADVERTISEMENTS,  75 

The  Leading  Australian  Congpany. 
THE 

Colonial  Mutual 

Jf  ire  luBUxmttt  (Eompanjj,  fpfb. 


ADELAIDE  OFFICE- 


71,  King  William  Street 


Secretary-J.    ENTWISTLE. 


INSURANCES    GRANTED    AS    UNDER— 

FIRE — On  Buildings,  Stocks,  Furniture,  and  other 
Property. 

FIDELITY  GUARANTEE  of  Persons  in  Position!  of 
Trust. 

ACCIDENT  INSURANCE— Providing  Weekly  Com- 
pensation and  CAPITAL  SUM  in  case  of  DEATH. 

EMPLOYERS— Complete   Indemnity  to  Employer*  of 

Labor  for  Accidents  of  their  Workmen. 
PLATE  GLASS— Against  Accidental  BREAKAGE. 

WORKMEN'S  COMPENSATION— Providing  Weekly 
Wages  in  event  of  Accident,  and  CAPITAL  SUM 
in  case  of  DEATH. 
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$i(Mvt)mg  mtb  Jhto  .School, 

St.  Mary's  Dominican  Convent, 

CABRA,  CLARENCE  PARK,  SOUTH  AUSTRALIA. 


This  Educational  Establishment  is  beautifully  situated  in  a 
very  healthy  locality,  and  possess  all  the  advantages  of  a 
country  residence  while  it  is  within  easy  access  of  the  City,  with 
which  there  is  communication  by  tram-cars  every  half-hour. 
The  recreation  grounds  for  the  Pupils  are  extensive,  and 
command  splendid  views  of  the  Sea  and  the  Hills. 

The  Pupils  receive  at  the  hands  of  the  Dominican  Nuns  every 
attention  necessary  for  their  physical,  intellectual  and  moral 
training.  No  effort  is  spared  to  keep  their  studies  in  line  with 
the  requirements  of  the  day,  and  while  a  good  solid  English 
education  is  thus  secured,  the  necessary  accomplishments  are 
given  due  prominence. 

The  numerous  successes  obtained  in  past  years  by  the 
Dominican  Pupils  at  various  public  examinations — University 
preliminary,  senior  and  junior  grades  ;  Music,  practice  and 
theory — are  the  best  proofs  of  the  efficient  training  given  in  the 
Convent  in  all  branches  of  useful  and  liberal  knowledge. 


7/ie  *€our6e  of  tftudied 

Comprises,  besides  English  in  all  its  branches,  Modern  Lan- 
guages, General  Literature,  Mathematics,  Book-keeping,  Paint- 
ing in  oil  and  water  colours.  Drawing  (including  Freehand), 
Model  Drawing,  etc.  Vocal  and  Instrumental  Music  (Piano 
Harp,  Violin),  Theory  of  Music,  Plain  and  Art  Needlework, 
Scientific  Dressmaking  and  Domestic  Economy. 

St.  Mary's  Dominican  Convent,  Franklin  Street,  and  St. 
Rose's,  Kapunda,  are  branches  of  the  above  establishment  and 
afford  similar  advantages  to  Day-Pupils  as  the  curriculum  is  the 
same  in  all  these  Convents.  Extern  young  ladies  desirous  to 
receive  instruction  in  any  of  the  above-mentioned  studies  will  be 
received  as  private  pupils. 

For  Terms  and  other  particulars  apply  to 

THE    MOTHER    PRIORESS. 
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001}  YEP  *  EQER0Y 


JMtgas  (Street,  JUrelaftt 


JSoarding  and   S)ay  ofeficofa. 


The  Ordinary  School   Curriculum    includes    all    the 
branches  of  a  thorough     .... 

ENGLISH  EDUCATION, 

FRENCH,  GERMAN,  SPANISH 
MATHEMATICS, 
FREEHAND  AND  SHADED  DRAWING, 

PLAIN  AND  ART  NEEDLEWORK, 
INSTRUMENTAL   MUSIC  (Piano  and  Violin) 

THEORY  OF  MUSIC, 
PAINTING  IN  WATER  AND  OIL    COLOURS- 

Pupils  prepared  for  Primary,  Junior,  Senior,  and 
Higher  Public  Examinations  ;  also  for  University 
and  Trinity  College  Theoretical  and  Practical  Music 
Examinations.  404  passes  in  above  examinations 
have  been  secured. 

Further  particulars  apply  to  the  Mother  Superior. 
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.     .     IT    IS    AN     .    . 
ACKNOWLEDGED     FACT    that 

^-BEST  BISCUITS 

IN    AUSTRALIA 

ARE    THOSE     MADE     BY 

mm  and 
Iflilliamson, 

eHanmouth  Street,  JLielatbt. 

Manufactured  with  the  Latest  Machinery, 
Special  Care  and  Cleanliness. 


ASK    FOR   THEM. 
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The   Unique   Characteristic  of 

WILD    ROSE     TEA 

Is  that  it  Avill  improve  the  quality  of  any  other  Tea.    The 
larger  proportion  of  WILD  RUSE  the  better  the  result. 

The  Acme  of  Perfection  in  a  good  Cup  of  Tea  is  attained 
when  WILD  ROSE  alone  is  used.  Ask  your  Grocer  for  it 
until  you  get  it,  and  don't  be  put  oft  with  any  other.  It 
cannot  be  had  loose— only  in  Packets  and  Tins,  branded 
with  the  Import  Company's  Registered  Trade  Mark 
"WILD  ROSE." 


Music  Seller 
■5  and   Importer. 

BRASS    BAND     INSTRUMENTS.         BRASS    BAND    MUSIC. 

Violins.  Piccclos.  Flutes,  etc.--Br'st  Value  in  Australia.     Music  and  Fittings 

for  all  Instruments.      Repairs  to  all  kinds   of   Brass    I  and  and 

Orchestral   Instruments. 

Address-FLINDERS     STREET,     ADELAIDE. 

E.    «S£    "VET-    HACK.BTT, 

Seedsmen,    Nurserymen,    &c, 

73,     RUWDLE     STREET, 

OFFER    FOR    SALE    **  JftD©0," 

For  Potting  Plants   in,  also  for  Basket  Plants  and 
Seedlings. 

GRENFELL    STREET    GROCERY    MART 

(Established    in    1816). 

A.  &  W.  D.  THOMAS, 

BAKERS,  GROCERS,  and  TEA  DEALERS. 

Families  Waited  upon  for  Orders. 

Goods  delivered  daily  in  Town  and  Suburbs. 

Whole-Meal  Bread  a  Speciality. 
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The  Renowned  SCHWECHTEN  PIANOS. 


Wonderful 
Sewing  Machines 


ERTHEI 


Hapsbuhc Pianos. 
ElectraCycles. 
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CASH    OR    EASY    TERMS. 

Illustrated  Catalogues  and  all  particulars  on  application 
to  any  of     ...     . 

Hugo    Wertheirrys    Depots, 

Or    to    HEAD    OFFICE— 

107,  Rundle  St.,   Adelaide  Arcade). 
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Gas  Gooking  Stoves 


CAN  BE  PURCHASED  FROM  THE 


GAS   COMPANY, 


OR  HIRED  AT  A  SMALL 
MONTHLY    RENTAL. 


WATER  HEATERS  (for  Baths,  &c), 

GAS    FIRES, 

IRONING   STOVES    and    other    GAS    APPLIANCES 
can  be  seen  at  the 

Gas  Company's  Offices, 

Grenfell     Street. 


GAS    COKE,  TAR,  and  SULPHATE  OF  AMMONIA 
for  Sale  in  Large  or  Small  Quantities. 


Advertisements.  83 

ART    NEEDLEWORK, 

WOODCARVING,  REPOUSSE,  &c. 

Designs   Prepared.  Materials  Stocked. 

A  Purchased  Design  is  the  Property  of  the  Purchaser. 
No  Design  can  be  Repeated  without  Purchaser's  Consent 

Estimates  given  from  a  Sachest  to  a  Room. 


ENQUIRE  AT 

SCHOOL    OF    DESIGN, 

Eastern  Entrance  to  the  Exhibition  Building, 

ADELAIDE. 


J,  J,  POfiLE 


124  and    J26,  RUNDLE   STREET, 

The  Corner  BROWN  and  GOUGER  STREETS 


DRAPERS,  IMPORTERS, 

HOSIERS,  GLOVERS, 

DRESSMEN,  SILK  MERCERS, 
MANCHESTER  WAREHOUSEMEN, 
DRESSMAKERS,  MILLINERS, 

LADIES'  OUTFITTERS, 
TAILORS,  CLOTHIERS, 

HATTERS,  GENTS'  OUTFITTERS. 


¥ 


ADELAIDE  : 

Printed  by  E.  J.  McAlistee  &  Co. 

James  Place. 


1902. 


ERRATA : 

Read  "wandering,"  line  16,  page  17. 
Read  "ones,"  line  14,  page  44. 
Read  "quickly,"  line  4,  page  48. 
Read  "you,"  line  3,  page  71. 
Read  "poesy,"  line  14,  page  35. 
Read  "  threshold,"  line  8,  page  36. 
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